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TONT PASTOR'S 
GREAT SENSATION 

SONGSTER. 



THE aBElT 8EH8ATI0H. 

Aa sung bj TovT Pasxob. 

Ant -** Aunt Jemima." 

BoBBT BuNTnra is my Dame, 

My mother was a cook, sir, 
WTio by a hardened lovier 

Was cruelly forsook, sir. 
My fether I ne'er heard of much, 

'Oause mother used to scout him ; 
She says he was a sailor. 

And that's all I know about him. 

Chorus, 
Here^ and there, and everywhere^ 

ril very quickly prove, sir, 
Do what I will, I'm never still, 

But always on the move, sir. 

Up and down, around the town, 

I run for information — 
Trying to disrover if there's any 

Kew sensation — 
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THS OBBAT SENSATION. 

Politics and accidents, 

And scandalizing too, sir; 
Either's all the same to me, 

As long as it is new, sir. 

Here and there, etc. 

At some folks' dress I'm not surprised 

That boys should at them holler; 
They never dress in taste, although 

It costs them every dollar. 
Now mine, I think, is quite the ch< 

Neat, without ostentation; 
And if some gal will walk with me, 

Well raise a queer sensation. 

Here, and there, etc 

Now Henry Beecher asked me if 

rd like to be his mate, sir: 
He would preach, and I should hav» 

To hand around the plate, sir; 
To sing a comic song or two. 

To please the congregation — 
" Any dodge is fair," says he, 

*' To raise a good sensation." 

Here and there, etc. 

And now I must be going. 

But on some other day, sir, 
ibout some new sensations, 

I will have some more to say, sir. 
And let me hope that I have gained 

Your smiles and approbation; 
For I always try my best to raise 

A laughable sensation. 

Here and there, et«. 



A FBLLOW who offers his attentions to young .' liei «nd 
then neglects them, is truly **a beau of promise.*^ 
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' DXDN*T SHI 8EEU TO UKR IT? 

DIDFT SEE SEEK TO LIXB IT? 
Written and snag b^ Toinr Pastob. 
"Jim Graok-Cont** 



I can't BiDg any more, I vow, 

So of myself I'll tell you now: 

Perhaps you saw me t'other day, 

When I took my gal down through Broadway. 

ChoruB^ 
And didn't she seem to like it? 
Didn't she seem to like it ? 
Didn't she seem to like it? 
"Well, I rayther guess she did. 

The way I came to meet her first, 
One day I went out on a burst I 
And as I stopped to take a drink, • 
She passed me — ^I gave a wink — 

And didn't she seem to like it, etc. 

I called up to her house that night, 
And soon I made the matter right | 
I found she'd got no other chap. 
Then I squatted her right on my lap— 
And didn't she seem to like it, eta 

Next day to take a walk we went; 
At Thompson's quite a time we spent, 
And there how cdie the wine did swill I 
It burst my bank to pay the bill — 

But didn't she seem to like it, etc 

• That evening when I saw her home, 
And in the hall we stood alone, 
I pressed her hand and squeezed her wais*, 
And up the stairs we went in haste— 
Oh, didn't she seem to like it, etc 
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THB BIOHT MAM IH THX RIOBT PLAOI. 

But soon a fellow did appear — 
Sayg he» "What are you doing here?" 
Before I'd time to make reply, 
AgaiuBt bis fist he. ran my ejol— 

And didu't she seem to like it, etc 

The gal then quickly turned about, 
And helped him for to kick me out; 
And as I left, these words she said— 
"Come, husband dear, let us retire I'* 

But didn't she seem to like it, eta 



TEE BIOET KAH IH THE BIGHT FLAOE. 

Written and sung by Tomt Pastob. 

An—** On with onr Flag.** 

OuB nation just now's in a troublesome plight. 
But be sure in the end we will come out aU right ; 
For faithful and fearless all dangers we'll face. 
While we have the right men in the right place. 

In 'Seventy-six, when our fathers uprose 
To drive from Columbia tyrannical foes, 
For freedom they battled, a patriot race. 
And they had the right men in the right place. 

They had one Patrick Henry, who made a bold stand ; 
For *' freedom or death 1" was his cry through the land 
The nation to arms he summoned apace. 
For he was the right man in the right place. 

They'd another, whose deeds will our history tell — 
The martyr, brave Warren, who on Bunker Hill fell ; 
His memory long shall America grace, 
For be was the right man in the right place. 

There's one whom the world shall ever revere — 
Gboroe Washington, name to his countrymen dear; 
Of the rule of the tyrant he left not a trace. 
Tor he was the right man in the right place. 
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RAYIXa ▲ SPBSa OK A SUNDAY. 

Old Hickoiy Jackson well neyer forget, 
And England, I think, will remember him yet; 
He at New Orleans drove them off in disgrace, 
For he was the right man in the right place. 

To Mexico, next, when a lesson we taught, 
"With Zachary Taylor and gallant old Soott, 
They led on our soldiers the " greasers" to face, 
For they were the right men in the right place. 

And now, when rebellion .Vershadows the land, 
In defence of the Union united we stand, 
With our volunteers ready the traitors to laoe — 
And they'll prove the right men in the right place. 



EAVUra A 8PBEE OH A SUHBAT. 

Aa sang b/ ToMT Pastob. 

AiB— "Go It while yoa*ro young." 

A THOUGHT Struck me to go, 

On Sunday afternoon, 
To Jones's Woods, to hear the band 

Strike up a jolly tune; 
For home I found was dull. 

And 80 was Mrs. P , 

Who goes to Brother Beecher'a shop. 
And learns to lecture me. 
Chonu. 
As we can't live forever. 

Let care from iis be flung; 
The best of friends must sever. 
So " go it while you're young," 

Upon the car I went, 

A damsel there I met. 
And, as the car was crowded. 

Asked her on my lap to " ael" 
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HATINO A i&PBEifi ON A SUNDAY 

At once she did comply — 
In that there wag no harm ; 

So, when we both got out> 
I offered her my arm. 

As we can% etc 

We 8trol?ed toward the woods, 

And there beneath the trees 
"We both sat down together, 

And chatted at our ease. 
Then to the house we walked, 

And, as I had some cash, 
I asked her to step in 

And have a brandy-smash. 

As we can't, etc. 

Two smashes then we got. 

She was getting sweet on me; 
My arm around her waist, 

When up walks Mrs. P I 

"I've caught you, sirl" she cried. 

Then quickly scratched my face- 
Flew at the gal, and scatter went 

The ribbons, silk, and lace I 

As we can't, eta 

The police did soon appear. 

For "Murder I" all did shout: 
My wife they did arrest — 

I had to bail her out 
We kissed and made it up, 

And says she, "You naughty chaa 
Be sure you ne'er again 

Let a gal sit on your lap." 

Oh, she made me promise never 
Such folks to go among; 
. So think of me, and ever 

"Go it while you're young.** 
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BBOWK AND THE PAilLOB-BLIirD. 11 

BBOWH AlH) THE FABLOB-BUHD. 
Aa Bang by Toinr Pastoi. 
-**l^o Irish need applj.** 



K, SHOBT time since, a friend of mine, a dork, called Mister 

Brown, 
Resolved on breathing carbon pure by living out of town ^ 
He just had got his salary raised two hundred more a year, 
Upon the strength of which a Mrs. Brown did soon appear. 
He each suburban district searched — week after week be 

tried — 
To get a house that suited him within an easy ride ; 
And Brown's ambition always was, to get (if he could find) 
A nice, wide parlor-window, and a nice, white parlor-blind. 

At length he came across a row of houses, small but neat, 
At Harlem, very near the bridge — a very snug retreat; 
Exactly built alike they were, large windows and three 

floors. 
But the outsides not quite finished, and no numbers on the 

doors. 
The only one to let he took, and paid a quarter's rent — 
Ghive reference as a guarantee of future good intent ; 
And, wanting shortly to go in, and not to be behind, 
He took the measure for his wife to make a parlor-blind. 

Now we all know business can't be regulated as it might, 
And so thought Brown, who at the office had to stay one 

night; 
When going home, and in his street, he a horrid vision 
J saw — 

A carriage quick whizzed past him, and drove up to the 

doorl 
A roan jumped out, and entered th' house— says Brown, 

"Who can it be? 
Oh, horrible busplcioni does he want my wife, or me?** 
In a small front garden opposite, a bush he crept behind, 
To watch the stranger's little game behind the parlor-blind. 
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Brown, seeing him divest himself of coat and hat and gloren^ 
Soliloquized, "I thought as much — it isn't me she loves; 
It's evident that villain tliere has for her equal charms: 
What would I for a pistol give, or any fire-arms I 
Large drops of perspiration stood like peas upon bis brow; 
If he only had the villain there, what would he give bim 

now I , 

While thinking bow could woman be so foitblesB and un- 
kind, 
He saw the man embrace bis wife behind the parlor-blind. 

Brown couldn't stand it longer now— out in the road he 
came— 

Picked up a monstrous paving-stone, and hurled it at th« 
pane; 

Then crept up to the private door as quiet as a pin : 

The man came out to see the cause — that instant Brown 
popped in. 

He rushed into the parlor straight, could scarce believe his 
-syes — 

His wife was nowhere to be seen ; and judge of his sur- 
prise, 

De coming to himself a bit, and somewhat cool, to find 

It was his next^oox neighbor's house, his wife, and parl<M^ 
blindl 



TONY'S OOO^ET-BOOK. 

Ab Ming by ToNT Pabtob. 

JLI — **Thlng8 1 don't like to bm.** 

M ooQcing's a .theme in which all take delight^ 
ril make it the theme of my ditty to-night; 
111 cook up a song some amusement to give. 
Since by cooking and cookery all of us live. 
It is not, in this simple song, my intention 
The merit to claim of some grand new invention- 
But merely to give you a bit of a look 
In my new systematical Cookery-Book. 
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TONY'8 OOOKEBT-0OOK. 13 

Chorus. 
There's nothiog like system and org:anization— 
By system we manage to govern the nation ; 
So pray pay attention at what yon may look 
In my ne^ systematical Oookery-Book. 

To cook tip a schoo.boy, first take a dull lad, \ 

Who before has been spoiled by his mam or his dad; 
Just frighten him well with a score of harsh lookSi 
Tbeo let him stew over a lot of hard books; 
Beat him up, like an egsr, with a stout sprig of birch, 
Then baste him, and stick him on top of a perch ; 
With a cane or bamboo give him many a thump, 
And don*t you forget to well pepper his rump. 

There's nothing like, etc. 

How to cook up a wedding FU presently show : 
First take two young people, a belle and a beau, 
Put them both in a room with a sofa and fire — 
See them settled, and then for an hour retire. 
liCt this be repeated for two or three days, 
Then send them together to three or four plays ; 
Let them simmer awhile, and it soon will appear 
They'll be ready to marry in less than a year. 

f There's nothing like, etc. 

To cook an old maid, first take sighs two or three, 
Take sheep's-eyea, and plenty of gunpowder tea ; 
Let them stand for a time (Aiind the fir^ don't oatcb 'em) 
With vinegar season the temper to match 'em. 
Let these matters boil slowly, be sure you don't jar them, 
And don't let a fna9&-cook e'er meddle to mar them ; 
In a skin of lean parchment your dish must be set, 
And an old maid complete you will presently get. 

There's nothing like, etc 

To cook up a fop, you may soon, to your wishes 
(Though there's plenty of this sort of ready-made dishes^ : 
Find a stupid young man, with a "ladylike" air, 
And let him be dressed like an ape or a bear ; 
2 
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U I*M HOT ▲ 8IK0LE MAN. 

Part his hair right in front, in his eye jou must stick 
A glass; then to lisp you must teach him the trick; 
Pegtop pants, choking collar, then give him the reins, 
And jouVe got a fop readj, without any brains! 

There's nothing like, eta 



FX HOT A BUraLE KAH. 

Aa long by Tont Pastob. 

Am—** Whack row de dow.** 

Well, I confess I did not g^ess 

A simple marriage-vow 
Would make me fiud all womankind 

Such unkind women now. 
They need not, sure, as distant be 

As Java or Japan ; 
Yet every miss reminds me this-^ 

I'm not a single manl 

Otiorw — With my whack row de dow, 

Why did I ever think of marriage! 
Whack row de dow, 
I'm not a single manl 

One used to stitch a collar then, 

Another hemmed a frill ; 
I had more purses netted then 

Than I had cash to filL 
I once could get a button sewn, 

But now I never can ; 
ICy buttons then were bachlors'»— 

I'm not a single man I 

With my whack, etc. 

Ah me 1 how strange it is, the change 

In parlor and in hallt 
They treat me so, if I but go 

To make a morning call 



D git zed by Google 



I'm KOT ▲ 8IN0LB HAN. 1ft 

If thej had hair id paper once. 

Bolt up the stairs they ran ; 
They now sit still en dishabille — 

I'm not a single man ! 

With my whack, etc. 

Some change, of course, should be in force, 

But surely not so much ; 
There may bo hands we may not squeeze, 

Yet surely we may touch. 
Must I forbear to hand a chair. 

And not pick up a fan ? 
But I have been picked up mjrself— 

Vm not a single man t 

With my whack, etc. 

Others may hint a lady's tint 

Is purest red and white- 
May say her eyes are like the skies, 

So very blue and bright: 
I must not say that she has eyes, 

Or, if I so began, 
I have my fears about my ears — 

I'm not a single man ! 

With my whack, etc, 

Well, I confess I did not guess 

A sim'ple marriage- vow 
Would make me find all womankind 

Such unkind women now. 
I might be hashed to death, or smashed 

By wagon, cart, or van, 
Without one single tear, I fear — 

I'm not a single man I 

With my whack, etc. 



\ Tbting Moment. — ^When your new coat comes home 
Ir 4n the tailor's. 
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16 I BB^LLT OOULDK'T flBLP IT. 

I BEALLT OOITLDH'T HELP IT. 
Am nng bj Tomt Pastob. 

I MBT a girl the other night, 

As I went out to walk— > 
She winked at me, I winked at her, 

We then began to talk. 
She asked me how my mother was, 

And if she knew that I waj out ; 
And then she put her arm in mine, 

Sajing, " Let us walk about'' 

Chorus. 
And I really couldn't help it, 

I really couldn't help it, 
I really couldn't help it, 

She was such a scrumptious gal 

We strolled as far as Taylor's, 

And says she, " Let us step in ;" 
Of course, I couldn't well refuse 

To spend a little tin. 
She drank of wine twelve glasses. 

Till it went into her head ; 
I begged she'd leave off drinking, 

But this is all she said — 

She really couldn't help it, eta 

Now when we got into the street, 

I thought I'd faint outright. 
For every one that passed us by 

She wanted for to fight 
She gave a whoop, fell in the mud, 

Crying, "Spooney dear, good-night t" 
Her hoopKskirts stuck about her head, 

'Twas such a dreadful sight l—> 

And I really couldn't help it| eta 
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I spoke to her severely, 

ThinkiDg 'twould such conduct check, 
When she gave a shout, got up and flung 
• Her arms around my neck. 
She hollers, *^ Spooney, don't say die 1 

111 stick to you through life"— 
When, gracious goodness t who should pass 7 
Oh, horror I 'twas my wife I — 

And I reitlly couldn't help it, eta 

My wife began to bully me, 

When this " fair" maiden said— . 
"If you insult my spooney friend, 

ru punch you on the head I" 
So they pitched into each other. 

And like two cats they fought ; 
She tore my wife's new dress in bits 

That very day she bought — 

And I really couldn't help it, etc. 

Of course, to go home after this 

I hadn't got the cheek ; 
So I stopped out, and never saw 

My wife for near a week. 
But an advertisement in the ^S^ 

Soon ended all my strife : 
*Twas — " Mr. Spooney may returl^ 

If he'll assure his wife — 

That he really couldn't help it»" etc 



Now, married men, attend to i 

Just mind when you go out, 
Don't wink as pretty girls pass by — 

Take care what you're about: 
For if for a divorce your wife 

Should sue, 'twould be no use 
To tell Judge Daly or McCunn, 

By way of an excuse — 

That you. really couldn*t help it, etc. 
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18 THB UKWELCOMB YISIT. 

TEE TTHWELGOME VISIT 

Or, Domestio Aiidei. 

A* Bong by Toirr Pastob. 

Am— **Th« tfuhing-Paj." 

" I EEALLT take it very kind, 

This visit, Mrs. Skioner ; 
I haven't seen you io an age 

(The wretch has come to dinner 1) 
Your daughters, too— what loves of gu'ls— 

What heads for painters' easels 1 
Come here and kiss the infant, dears 

(And give it, p'raps, the measles !) 

** Tour charming boys, I see, are home 

Prom Reverend Mr. Russell's; 
'Twas very kind to bring them both 

(What boots for my new Brussels I) 
Whatl little Clara left at home? 

Well, now, I call that shabby; 
I should have loved to kiss her sol 

(A flabby, dabby babby I) 

** And Mr. S. I hope is well— > 
. But, though he lives so handy, 
He never once drops in to sup 

(Thejbetier for our brandy 1) 
Come, take a seat — ^I long to hear 

About Matilda's marriage ; 
You've come, of course, to spend the day 

(Thank Heaven, I hear the carriage 1) 

'* What 1 must you go 7 next time, I hope 

You'll give me longer measure ; 
Nay, I shall see you down the stairs 

(With most uncommon pleasure 1) 
Oobd-byl good-byl — remember all, 

Next time you'll take your dinners— 
(Now, David, mind — ^I'm * not at home,' 

In future, to the Skinners 1") 
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TBI WHISTLING TUIBT. lA 

BBAOBTOHE BBAGG, WITH EI8 BAO-TAO. 

Ai tang hj ToHT PjinoB. 

A»— "Uancy fa" 

Up ftom the canebrake, with his ng-tagf 

Gomes a gorilla — ^his name is General Bragg: 

He's after OiDcinnati, and also Louisville; 

He'll swallow both for supper before he has his fiU. 
C?ioru8, 
Come, Bragg, come, our boats lie low — 
They lie, ready primed, on the 0-hi-o; 
Come, Bragg, come, our little town to see, 
And we'll show you back beyond Tennessee I 

Fifty thousand boys have come to the show, 
To see the gorilla on the O-hi-o; 
The ladies bake the gingerbread, the boys mark the ring, 
We've come in from the country to see a big thing. 
Come, Bragg, come, etc. 

We've brought our rifles and powder-horns along, 
They've got such pretty voices to sing a little song; 
We hope to get a chance to hear Uie critter's roar 
Echoing along the old Ohio shore ! 

Come, Bragg, come, eta 

Buell is getting on the gorilla's track ; 
If he fails to catch him, or send him limping back. 
The hunters of Kentucky and of the 0-hi-o 
Ajre only waiting for a chance to get in to the show. 
Come, Bragg, come, etc. 



TEB wHisTLnra thief. 

Ai Muif by ToNT Paitob. 

Whiv Pat came over the hills his colieen for to see, 
His whistle, loud and shrill, the signal was to be. 
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10 THE WmSTUKQ THIEr. 

** Mary \" the mother cried, " there's some one whistliD& 
surer— ^ 

** mother, you know it's the wind that's whistling througi 
the door." ( Whistle " Garryowen.'') 

'•IVe lived a long time, Mary, in this wide world, my dear, 
But the wind to whistle like that I never yet did hear." 
^But, mother, you Know the fiddle hangs ^'ist behind the 

chink, 
And the wind upon the strings is ^ying a tune, I think.'* 

{Dog barks.) 

**The dog is barking now, and the fiddle can't play that 

tune.** 
''But, mother, you know that dogs will bark when they 

see the moon." » 

"Now, how can he see the moon, when you know he's old 

and blind? 
Blind dogs can't see the moon, nor fiddles be played by the 

wmdl" (fig grunts.) 

^ And no^ there is — ^there is the pig onaisy in his mind." 
"But, mother, yor know they say that pigs can see the 

wind!" 
"That's all very well in the day, but then may I remark 
That pigs, no more than we, can see any thing in the dark I 

"Now Vm not such a fool as you think — ^I know very well 

it is Pat- 
Get out, you whistling thieH and get along home out o' 

that I— 
And you be ofl" to your bed, and don't bother me with your 

tears; 
For though I have lost my eyes, I have not lost my ears.'* 

Now, boys, too near the house don't courting go, d'ye 

mind, 
Onless you're certain sure the old woman's both deaf and 

blind; 
The days when they were young, forget they never i;aa-* 
They're sure to tell the dififer 'twixt fiddle^ uig, dog, or man 
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MB. JOHNSON. 12 

ME. JOHVSOir. 

A Liyely Oomio Song. 

A» rang bj ToHT Pastoi. 

Am— "Mrs. Johnson.** 

SOMB folks are sever satisfied — 
Por if they have a horse to ride, 
They still will want a coach beside— 

And such was Dicky Johnson. 
If; when a boy, you gave him tops, 
And whips and nuts, and milks and sops, 
Still want some cakes and lollipops 

, Would Master Dicky Ji^nson. 

His appetite, at every stage 

Of life, did much increase in rage; 

At fifteen, want to be of age 

Did Master Richard JohnsoiL 
And when of age, he was at strife ^ 
With his papa, to fix in life — 
For want a tidy little wife 

Did Master Dicky Johnson. 

When married, there was something stil 
Which he would have, and tell I will- 
He wasn't pleased nor settled till n 

There was a little Johnson. 
But soon as e'er he had a son. 
To want a girl he then begun ; 
And when his lady brought him one, 

Much gratified was Johnson. 

Now, with two children and a spouse 
Just such as any man would choose, 
Want soon a more commodious house 

Did Mister Richard Johnson— 
Which, when he got, another maid 
He wanted soon; and when he halt 
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** -A. PATRIOnO PBEORATIOA. 

Want with her (which was rather bad) 
To romp did Mister Johnson I 

Soon Mrs. Johnson did suspect, 
By Servant Betty's marked neglect, 
That there was something not correct 

Respecting Mister JohYison. 

She put herself upon the watch 

Peeped in the kitchen, and did catch 
The housemaid (oh, the naughty wretch I; 

Along with Mister Johnson. 

She soon bounced in, you may suppose, 
And gave the servant's chops a douse. 
And cried, "You hussy, quit the house !'» 

Then turned on Mister Johnson— 
And on his face her claws did pounce- 
In feet, her fists so well did trounce * 
That per-fect-ly satisfied for once 
^ ^ Was Mister Richard Johnson I 

HOBAL. 

Now, married men, a warning take 

Be satisfied, and do not rake, 

Nor too free with the servants make, 

Like Mister Dicky Johnson. 
If to deceive your wives you try, 
And think to do them on the sly, 
You soon will find it "all my eye," 

like Mister Richard Johnson. 

A PATEIOTIO PEKOEATIOJff. 
Delivered by Toirr Pastoi. 

^^LUBE^JinzENS AND CiTizBNBSSBS I I hav bin onored 
•nth a mvite to appear before you on this grate, gellorioiui 
auspicious, and suspicious occashin. The feelin™at^ 
fe«l is mor- easier described than imagined. The pa^tlc 
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aad disting^iahed crowd what I sees before me ia cele- 
brated for its devoshin to the Union and things. Yoar 
teown is famous all over the world for its onjins and its 
payteritism ; and to be requested to paws and address you 
on this gyrate and gellorious occashin rayther takes me 
deown, and fills my sole with varus, kinds of emoshins. I 
cum before you with no hlly-manured intelleck. You won't 
git to fiowry langwidge out of me. Ime a plain man. My 
father was a carpingier and he was a planer. 

Feller-citizens, it don't matter to me \^hat any wun thinks 
o' me. I speak what I've got to speak. I'm no pollytishin. 
I've no enemys to reward, or frends to spunge. Ime a 
Union roan from the bottom of me hart to the top of me 
boots. I luv every hoop-pole in Maine and every sheep- 
ranch in Texas. The cow-pasturs of New Hempshire are 
as dear to me as the rice-plantations of Mississippy. There 
is mean critters in both of them 'ere staites, and there is 
likewise good men and troo. 

Feller-fellers, it don't look very purty fur a lot of inflammer- 
tary individuals who never liftid their hands in defence of 
Ameriky, or did the fust thing towards skewerin' our inde- 
pendunce.. to git their backs up and sware they'll desolve 
the Union. Two mutch good blud was spilt in coartin' and 
marryiu' that hily respekterble female, the Groddess of Lib- 
erty, to g^lt a dievorce from her at this late day. The old gal 
has behpved herself two well to cast her off neow, at the 
request of a lot of darned addle-brained men and he-wimmiu 
that nev3r did nobody any good and never will again. 

Feller-critters, Ime sorry the picters of the Goddess never 
grive he-* no shoes or stockin's, but the band of stars 'reound 
her he<^ must continner to shine briter and briter so long as 
this airth resolves reound on her own axletree 1 Ime for 
. the UnV)n neow and furever, and may the hand of the fust 
onery #us8 whither Tho 'tempts fur to bust her up 1 

Onoo more, feller-citizens, remember the wurds of the 
grate ^Mneral Shakspeard : 

•* Bturnal liberty is the price of vigilunoe ; 
Bee virtoous, and yeou will be free ; 
In-dee-pen-dunce is the thing — 
And we're the boys to boast on'tl" 
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m THB OBEAT BUSSIAS BALL. 

IHE GEEAT BUSSUV BALL. 

An Apropos Song. 

Am— **Derry down.'* 

Thb great RusRian ball — papa, we must got 
Tia vain to deny us — we cannot hear "No;" 
You must purchase tickets, of course, for us all — 
We shall only want nine for the great Russian ball — 
Balll ball! the great Russian ball. 

There are some little trifles you caunot refuse ; 
I want a new dress and new white satin shoes; 
Ky lace basque it too short is, and I'm rather tall, 
I must have one prepared for the great Russian ball 

Vm sure, dear papa, to a useless expense 
You know I*d not put you on any pretence ; 
But at Stewart's I saw such a love of a shawl, 
And I mustn't catch c61d at the great Russian balL 

There's something Vd nearly forgot, I declare I 
Do buy me a wreath worked in gold, for my hair, 
From which my long tresses may gracefully fall, 
To lure our fine guests at the great Russian balL 

fberell be Mrs. Shoddy, from Madison Square; 
Miss McFlimsey Greenback, with her carroty hair; 
Miss Erie— the creature she can't dance at all I — 
We shall cut them all out at the great Russian ball. 

Misfl Bullion is going, and people do hiut 
She's an eye on the Admiral (Lord, what a squint I) 
She has shocking bad feet, mine are pretty and small— 
I shall shame her, I kno v, at the great Russian ball 1 

And as for that odious Miss Twentypercent, 

To feast at the ball is her only intent : 

I've seen her at supper take wine with them all — 

There'll be lots of good things at the great Russian ball 
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THB HEAYY TRAGEDIAN. 



We must go to the ball, for I doat on a crowd— 
The men are so pressing, the women so proud ; 
I'm determined to go in hysterics and squalls- 
It a husband may get at the great Russian balL 



THE HEAV7 TEAaEDIAHi 
Or, He wore a Braoe of FiBtols. (A Parody.) 
Ab Bang by Tokt Pastoi. 
-« She wore a Wreath of Roeejk" 



3 



Ha wore a braoe of pistols, 

The night when first we met; 
His deep-lined brow was frowning 

Beneath a wig of jet; 
His footstep had the moodiness, 

His voice the hollow tone, 
Of a " bandit chief" who vows revenge 

In silence and alone. 
I saw him at the Bowery, 

And methinks I see him now 
In the tableau of the last act. 

With the red paint on his brow I 

A privcUe handWa boots and bel^ 

When next we met, he wore; 
His salary he told me then 

Was smaller than before— 
And, standing by the stage back-dooz, 

He strove (and not in vain) 
To borrow half a dollar, which 

I never saw again : 
I saw it but a moment, 

Yet methinks I see it now, 
As he buttoned up his pocket 

With a condescending bow. 
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And onoe again I saw that man, 

No bandit chief was there; 
His rouge was off, and gone his head 

Of once-luxuriant hair. 
Twas in a lager-bier saloon 

I saw him next appear; 
A tear was standing in his eye, 

And in his hand his beer 1 
I saw him sad and seedy — 

Don't I wish X saw him now 
Hand back that half a dollar, 

With a condescending bow 7 



THE IBISH HISTOBUN. 
Hew Venios. 
Written and •nng by Tont Pastob. 
-"TheTailoymoCoftt" 



OoH hone, what a treasure is learning ! 

Now listen, aich ignorant elf, 
And if you've got any discerning, 

ru make ye as Wise as meself. 
I wint to a dacint free college, 

With my sisther and two or three more, 
And learned such a fine stock of knowledgf 

As niver was heard of before I 

Chorus^ 
No science to me is a mystery— 

I know every book through and through; 
But I always was fondest of history, 

fiocaoso we all know it is true 1 

Alixander the Orate was a hero— 

For fighting there never was such, 
Except Putnam, who walloped ould Nero^ 

And Holland he took from the Dutch. 
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THB IB18iI HISTOBIAK. 

With Brian Borohme he intinded 

The battle of Wa^cram to fight; 
Bat Qaeen Mary his progress soon inded — 

She eloped with Macbeth in the night 

No science, eta 

Blind Homer he was a grate scholar 

As ever in Irelaod was seen; 
He married the daughter of Caesar, 

And at Donnybrook danced on the green. 
One I^den he was his fust cousin, 

A very g^at man in those days — 
For sarmons he wrote by the dozen, 

And all Dion Burdcolt's plays. 

No science, etc 

There was one Misther Nebbychodnazar, 

He lived in tlie days long ago ; 
His kingdom he sould for a razor, 

To cut a big corn on his toe. 
Whittiugton's cat had its day out — 

Ora, it was a cat o' nine tails; 
For, whin Hudsou found Chesapeake Bay out, 

He sould it to one Priuce of Wales. 

No science, etc, 

Glneral Jackson invinted gunpowder — 

Faix, he was the broth of a boy 1 
Joan of Arc made the cauDons fly louder, 

She was killed at the famed siege of Troy. 
Ould Cromwell did never like sleeping 

Alona for of girls beM no lack ; 
He took Lady Orey into keeping, 

And gave Lola Montez the sack. 

No science, eta 

BUly Shakespeare was surely a wonder, 
He boarded with ould Mrs. Toole ; 

He was nearly related to Byron, 
Together they both wint to school 



D git zed by Google 



t8 TOU aiK*T SAY "TRULY RURAL.'* 

King Richard he furthered Goliah, 
And Hamlet he kicked up a row 

Somewhere in the state of Ohio-^ 
His childher are living there now. 

No science, ete. 

George Washington was a physician— 

He gave a big Bull such a dose, 
That, aLthoagh it improved his condition, 

It made him both road and morose. 
Bat here Til leave off for the present, 

Thoagh Tve not half exhausted my lore j 
And if mj sbor^ stories are pleasant, 

Why, to-morrow 111 tell yez some more. 
No science, etc. 



YOU OAHT SAT "TEULY BUBAL." 

Ai song by Tont Pastob. 

Am— •«01d Aunt Bally.** 

Pyb Just dined out, I beg to say, 

And I feel gay and merry; 
Tve quaffed madeira, hock, champagne. 

Old port, moselle, and sherry : 
But 'twasn't those that touched my head — 

Believe me, it's no gammon — 
It wasn't what I drank at all, 

It was the pickled salmon I 

Oharua — Salmon! salmon! 

I know it sounds like gammon, 
When one gets boozy-foozy, oh, 

To lay it on the salmon. 
Salmon! salmon! 

I fear it sounds like gammon, 
To ** flsh" about for an excuse, 

And then **hook up" the aahnon. 



D git zed by Google 



Ton oan't sat *' truly boba. * St 

Bat salmon's apt to disagree, 

There's not the slightest question ; 
Unless jou take jour share of wine, 

Twill bring on indigestion. 
And when you rise upon jour pint, 

And try in yain to toddle, 
You someboWiibel as if the fish 

Had got into your noddle. 

Salmon 1 salmon! 
Most people think it's gammon; 
But when a man looks fishy, 
He should lay it to the salmon. 

Salmon I salmon! 
The best excuse to cram on 
Your anxious wife on getting homa 
Is, that "it's all the sahnon!" 

ni furnish you a prime receipt 

In case you're melancholy: 
Invite a lot of folks to dine, 

And make yourself quite jolly; 
When from the table you retire. 

Try to say "Truly rural"— 
You've thoroughly enjoyed yourself 

If you make it "Tooral looral!" 

Fuddled— fuddled ! 
You're safe to get bemuddled, 
So don't say " Truly rural, oh !'» 
As long as you are fuddled. 

Tooral— looral ! 
(Tawn.) I feel I'm gettin' nappy; 
But wot's the odds {hic\ wot's the odds^ 
So long as you are 'appy T 



IIbs. PABTDroTON wouders why captains of vessels don't 
" nail 'em up tight" while in port, so as not to have to bo 
always " tacking" them while at sea! 
3* 
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to JONSS'S WIFE AND JONES'S SI8TXB. 

JONES'S WIPE AHD JOHES'S SISTES. 

Ai Bang hj ToNT Pastob. 

Am—" Betsej Baker.** 

Mt old friend Jones a nice farm owns, 

And asked me if I'd go, sir, 
A month to spend — ^to sach a friend 

I couldn't answer ** No," sir. 
On th' appointed day, Jones had to stay 

In town, so I went alone, sir. 
**Be as much at home," says he, "till I oome^ 

As if it were your own, sir." 

Choru9 — ^I was met down there by one so foir, 
No mortal could resist her ; 
I made up my miud for to be kind 
To my friend Jones's sister. 

Quite pleased I had the right address. 

Says I, ** Is your name Jones ?" oh — 
A lucky guess — she answered, " Yes," 

In such sweet silvery tones, oh! 
"Miss Jones?" — "Well, not so much amiss,' 

Replied this charming jester; 
I felt quite certain, after this, 
That she was Jones's sister. 

She was so fair, I do declare 
No mortal coul4 resist her; 
And, at first sight, I fell downright 
In love with Jones's sister. 

Day after day soon passed away, 

So pleasantly and nice, too I 
Friend Jones was right — from morn till nighl 

I followed his advice, too: 
As if all were my own down there, 

I made myself at home, sir. 
And was half inclined to speak my mind 

Before friend Jones could come, sii. 
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JOVES'S WIFE AND JONBS'S HtSTSR. 11 

She was so fair, I do declare 

No mortal could roHist her; 
rd walk a mile, to gain a smile 

From my friend Jones's sister 1 

The news one morning I reoeiTod, 

That Jones was coming down, sir ; 
And, if I am to be belieyed, 

I wish he'd stopped in town, sir. 
m ne'er forget when first they met — 
Oh, how he hugged and kissed her 1 
So pleased she seemed — I little dreamed 
He was half so fond of his sister. 
She was so fair. I do declare 
No mortal could resist her ; 
And so I said, " If e'er I wed, 
It will be to Jones's sister." 

On matrimonial thoughts intent, 
I took friend Jones aside, sir. 
And asked him if he'd give consent 

For her to be my bride, sir. 
Oh, how I stared, when Jones declared, 

Without my host I reckoned 1 

** Tve no wish to die," he did reply, 

"For you to be her second I" 

This charming fair, beyond compare^ 

No mortal could resist her; 
But, on my life, twas Jones's wife. 
Instead of Jones's sister I 

Quite OTeroome with grief and shame. 

My tongue refused its use, sir; 
When Jones to my assistance came. 

And said, "Pray, no excuse, sir: 
The fault's my own — I might have known 

No mortal could resist her ; 
It's a mistake — but, for your sakn, 

I wish I had a sister l" 
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OOIKa OITT A-SHOOTIKO. 

Regrets are vain — Vl\ not oomplaiiif 
Thoagh bard it was t' have miased h«r; 

But drink long life to Joneses wife. 
Instead of Jones's sister 1 



Gonra our a-shootihg. 

Ai •nog hj Toirr Pavtob. 

An—** King of the Gannihal IslBoda.** 

OOMB, listen to me, one and all, 
I'll tell what did to me befall, 
One day I left my cobbler's stall 

For to go out a-shooting. 
I called upon a friend or two, 
To go in style, as aporters do; 
Our shooting-jackets all were new, 
With pockets made to "hold a few;** 
Our dogs they were of dif-frent kind — 
Spaniels, bulldogs — never mind, 
We had one pointer, but 'twas blind — 

It had been out a-shooting ! 

C}u>ru8, 
80 walking, talking, all the way. 
And roving tlirough the fields so gaj, 
Oh, didn't we have a time that day, 
A-going oat a shooting I 

We went as fast as we could tear, 
And soon we got to Flatbush — there 
Bight up by me there jumped a hare, 

When we went out a-shooting. 
"At that I'll have a shot," said I; 
I raised my gun up to my eye. 
When just as I was letting fly, 
I fired my ramrod in a sty I 
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GOING OUT A-8H00TIN0. •! 

The pigs they all began to roar, 
I thought the sow a horrid bore, 
for thej made me pay ten dollars or more 
For a pig I wounded, shooting I 

So walking, eta 

Now as we cursed our awkward lucks, 

Bob Butler spied a lot of ducks : 

Says he, ** I'll clip your wings, my chucks, 

Now we've come out a-shooting." 
" These ducks are geese 1— of wits without^ 
In shooting-time to swim about — 
They'll be made game of, not a doubt, 
So let us pick a good one out." 
Beneath a fence we quickly shrank, 
The ducks into the watej: sank, 
And we shot a cow upon the bank, 

When we went out a-shooting I 

So walkhig, etc. 

Now getting farther down the road, 
Our guns again we 'gan to load. 
For such a lot of bii-ds I — I'm blowed 

We came down there for shooting 
Our dogs they were so d— d perverse, 
We walloped them, but it made 'em worse ; 
They wouldn't in the woods disperse, 
But went as slow as any hearse : 
We fired a random shot or two. 
To see what damage we could do, 
And we shot our pointer through and through, 

When we went out a-shooting I 

So walking, etc. 

We didn't bag a bit of game, 

Although we walked till nearly lame ; 

So we thought we would each other blame, 

For going out a-shooting. 
Just then a sportsman coming past — 
A bag was o'er his shoulders < 
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We>ought the lot, and held them fast, 
O'erjojed to have some game at last; 
We vowed w6'd shot them every one, 
And then to ope the hag hegan ; 
*Twas filled with cats I — so we were "done** 
By going oat a-shooting. 

So walking, etc 



THE GBEATEST GEORGE OF ALL. 

(This fine song was written at the close of the American BeyolatfoB, 
to the air of **God save the Eing,'^ and was rery popular. It is 
now reproduced from a manuscript copy in the possession tit a 
friend.— J. F. P.) 

Fame, let thy trumpet sound, 
Tell all the world around, 

Columbia's freel 
Tell Germaine, North, and Bute^ 
And every other brute, 
Tyrannic Greorge won't suit 

Her liberty ! 

Trump forth a joyful sound, 
From camp to camp resound 

Washington's fame : 
IQs feats spread far and near. 
That friends and foes may hear. 
And Britain's Island fear 
4 Washington's name I 

A glorious race he's run. 
The immortal Washington, 
^ To make us free ; 

He vanquished all our foes, 
The clumsy Hessian knows, 
And all who dared t' oppose 
Our liberty. 
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The fifteen-linked chain 
In Union we'll maintain, 

Till Time's no more. 
Hark I how the valleys ring I • 

Slavery I detested thing, 
To hell with rapid wing, 

Quit, quit our shore 1" 

God grant, since Washington 
Our Liberty has wdn, 

Sent from above — 
Still may his gallant arm 
Secure us from all harm, 
Our grateful bosoms warm 

With joy and love I 

The bloody George in vain 
May forge a stronger chain — 

The deed is done I 
A OREATEB George than he 
Hath set Columbia free: 
Immortalized shall be 

George Washington I 



THE ABMT OOUTKAOTOBS. 

Go where you choose, look where you vill, 

You'U find the armed leeches 
In Church, in Congress, on the stump, 

A-makiug Union speeches. 
Round bar-room fires, these chilly nights, 

They sit, and sip their toddy. 
While shiver, shiver in the camps 

The men they clothed in shoddy I 



•*Tou be hanged I" as the old woman said to the dothea 
*You be darned I" as she said to the stockings. 
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FATHBB ABRAHAM'S TBA-PABTT. 

FATHEB ABSAHAITS TEA-PABTT. 
Ai Mmf b J TovT Pastob. 
— **0 Bnfiamiar* 



Wb're going down to Dixie, boys, 

Upon a little ride ; 
Our knapsacks are behind us, boys, 

Our sabres by our side. 
Father Abraham invited us, 

On fair Potomac's shore, 
To come to tea — ^and here we go, 

Three hundred thousand morel 

Chorus, 
Heave-bo. heartiej). 

And this shall be our song: 
" We're coming, Father Abraham— 

We're coming right along I" 

And when we're down in Dixie, boys. 

Old Abe will with us be ; 
One little job he'll have us do, 

Before we take our tea: 
There is a thief; called Rebel Jett, 

Who steals from Uncle Sam ; 
Well catch him, and we'll introduce 

Him Us old Abraham. 

Heave-ho, etc. 

WeTl make a present to the crew 

Of Beauregard and Lee— 
Some pepper, grape, and canisters 

Of strong gunpowder tea ; 
And when we've swept the rattlesnakes 

Into the gulf and sea, 
"We're coming, Father Abraham — 

We're coming home to tea !" 

Heave-ho, etff 
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MX VAMB 18 DIOK DARLING. 31 

MT HAKE 18 DIOK DABLIHG. 

AiB— ''The Tail ot me Goat.** 

Ai song hj ToHT Pastob. 

Mt name is Dick Darling, the cobbler, 
liy time I served down there in Kent; 

They say I'm an old, funnj creature, 
But now Vm resolved to repent 

CfJiorua, 
With mj twank fol de rol de rol liddie, 
Uj whack fol de rol de rol lay ! 

For twenty years Pd been a rover. 

And wasted the prime of my life ; 
One day I resolved to give over, 

And settle myself down to a wife. 

With my twank, eta 

My wife was the divil for swearing — 

She was both humpy and black; 
The divil, all over, for swearing, 

AjQd her tongue kept going click-dack I 

With my twank, etc. 

I resolved to get rid of this creature : 

One morning, before it was light, 
1 shoved the old hag in the river. 

And cautiously bade her good-night ! 

With my twank, eta 

Now, my troubles of wedlock being over, 
This country I thor.ght I would try; 

And #nce more I became a free rorer. 
And single I'll stop till I die. 

With my twank, etc. 
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M SAIKT ANTHONY'S TEHPTATIONS. 

SADTT AHTHONT'S TEHPTATIOV& 
As sang b j Tokt Pastob. 

Saint Anthony sat on a lowly stool, 

A large black book he held in his hand ; 
Never bis eyes from the page he took — 
With steadfast soul the pages scanDed. 
The. devil was in the best humor that day 

That ever the devil was known to be in ; 
That's why he sent out his imps to play 

With sulphur, and tar, and pitch, and rosin. 
They came to the saint in a motley crew, 

Twisted and twirled themselves about — 
Imps of every shape and hue, 
A devilish strange and rum-looking rout t 

Yet the good Saint Anthony kept his eyes 

So firmly fixed upon his book, 

Shouts nor laughter, sighs nor cries^ 

Could never win away his look. 

A quidnt imp sat in an earthen pot, 

In an earthen, big-bellied pot sat he ; 
Through holes at the sides his arms outahot — 

Rather a comical sight to see. 
He drummed his belly so fair and round, 

And drummed his belly so round and fair, 
Brought forth a rumbling, grumbling sound — 

Rather a comical sound to hear I 
And he hopped and hawed, and winked and gprinned, 

As birth to a bit of a song gave he ; 
Keeping time to the tune as he galloped along, 

TUl his eyes stood fairly out with glee. 

Yet the good Saint Anthony, ete. 

Another imp, with a trumpet-snout, 
That was both nose and mouth in onS— 

And he twanged his nasal melodies out 
In many a quaver, a shake and run. 
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And his head moved backward and forward still 

Upon his long and soaky neck ; » 

He sneezed his^ octaves out until 

You'd think his nose was ready to break: 
And close to Saint Anthony's ear he came, 

And squeaked and piped his music in ; 
The shock ran through the good saint^s frame, 

He shook and shivered with the din. 

Yet the good Saint Anthony, etc. 

An imp came next with a skeleton form, 

Just come out of a chamel-vault ; 
His jaws with gristle were black and deform, 

And his teeth were large and white as salt 
He grinned full many a lifeless grin, 
* And wagged and rattled his ^ny tail ; 
His skull was decked with gill and fin, 

And his eyes were like the eyes of a snail 
He took his stand at the good saint's back. 

On tiptoe now he stood apace, 
And cocked down his India-rubber eyes 

To squint and gaze upon his face. 

Yet the good Saint Anthony, eta 



THE mFS' REVEL. 
A lHi:E.t:x;:L&.ti02 of Saiat Anihony'i f emptatUma. 

Sfidxbs with an ugly guise 

Hung from every nook and crook. 
Stared at the saint with all their eyes, 

Danced a hornpipe on his book. 
Beetles and slow-worms crawled about, 

Forty feet, a full span long ; 
Through holes in the wainscot mice popped out, 

And (fenced about in an endless throng ; 
A sly old rat, with whiskered snout, 

Aivd a toad on his head, did squat demure: 
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Tiiere never was seen such extravagant roiil 
I From that to the present time, I'm sure. 

Yet the good Saint Anthony, oto 

A. thing with homy eyes was there- 
with homy eyes just like the dead, 
While fishbones grew instead of hair 

Upon its bald and skinless head. 
Last came an imp-^how unlike the rest I — 

A lovely-looking female form, 
And, while with a whisper his cheeks she prest, 

Her lips felt downy soft and warm ; 
As over his shoulders she bent the light 

Of her brilliant eyes upon his page, 
His soul was filled with mild delight, 
And the good old chap forgot his age. 
And the good Saint Anthony raised his eyef 

So quickly from his old black book. 
Ho ! hoi at the corners they 'gan to rise, 
And he couldn't chpose but have a look 

There are many devils that walk this world — 

Devils so meagre and devils so stout; 
Devils that go with their tails uncurled. 
Devils with horns and devils without ; 
Serious devils, laughing devils, 

Devils black and devils white; 
Devils uncouth, devils for revels. 
Devils uleek and devils polite ; 
Devils with feathers, devils with scaleti 
Devils with blue and swarthy skms; 
")evils with claws like iron nails. 
Devils with fishes' gills and fins — 
Devils foolish, devils wise. 

Devils great and devils small; 
But a laughing, woman, with two bright eyei> 
Is the greatest devil among them all 1 



Why did Adam bi^ the apple ? 'Cause he had no iniifa 

Digitized by Google 



MISS BLLBN OEB, OF KBW. 4J 

inSS ELLEN GEE, OF KEW. 
A Peculiar Oomio Song. 
As sang by Toirr Pabtob. 
-"There's nae Lack." 



Peeblbss yet hopeless maid of Q {Kewff 

Accomplished L. N. G. (EUen Gee^ 
Never again shall I and U (you) 

Together sip our T (tea) ; 
For oh I the Fates, I know not T {why\ 

Sent midst the flowers a B {bee\ 
Which, ven'mous, stung her in the I {eye% 
So that she could not C {see). 
Chorus^ 
L N exclaimed, ** Vile, spiteful B (ftcc), 

If ever I catch U (ycm) 
On jessamine, rose-bud, or sweet P ( jjeo), 
I'll change your stinging Q {cut), 

"111 send IT, like a lamb or U (eiwe\ 

Across the Atlantic (sea) — 
From our delightful village Q {Kew) 

To distant T E (Oiohyee), 
A stream runs from my wounded I (cy«). 

Salt as the briny C {sea), 
As rapid as the X or Y (JKr or Wye\ 

The I O or D (Ohio or Dee)^' 

L N exclaimed, eta 

" Then fare thee well, insensate B (6ec), 

Which stung, nor yet knew Y {why\ 
Since not for wealthy Durham's C (see) 

Would I have lost my I (eye)^ 
They bear with tears poor L. N. G. (EUen Oee) 

In funeral R A (array\ 
A day-cold corse now doomed to B (5c), 

Whilst I mourn^her D K (decay), 

L N exclaimed, etc 
4» 
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Ye nymplifl of Q, then shun each B (bee\ 

List to the reason Y (why) : 
For should A B G TJ Bt T {a bee see you at tea\ 

He*ll surely sting your I {eye). 
Now in a grave L (eU) deep, in Q (Kew\ 

She^s oold as cold can B {be)y 
Whilst robins sing upon A U (yew) 

Her dirge and LEG {elegy), 

L N oxdalmed, ato. 



NEW MEDLET. 
As snug by Tomr Pastoil 

Ai»— * * No one to love." 

No one to love, none to caress, 

Roaming alone through this world's wilderness; 

Sad is my heart, joy is unknown, 

For 

-"Simon the Cellarer." 



Old Simon the Oellarer keeps a rare store 

Of Malmsey, and Malvoisie, 
And Cyprus, and who can say how many more ? 

For 

AiB—" Birth of St Patrick." 

Saint Patrick was a gintleman, 

And came of dacint people ; 
He built a church in Dublm town, 

And on it put 

AiK—" Star-spangled Banner." 

The flag of Fort Sumter I we saw it still wave 
O'er the land of the free and the home of the brave. 

That banner so bright, it was nailed to the mast, 
As a sign that for Freedom there's still no surrender; 

And the staff that upbore it was 

A spng of shillalah and shamrock so greec I 
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•** When tula Oaol War tt OT«r.* 

Dearest love, do you remember 

When we last did meet. 
How 70U told me that 



-» Giles Scrog,<lni." 

Giles Scrop:g:ins courted M0II7 Brown, 
Bi fol de riddle lol de rayl 

The fairest wench in all the town, 
Ri fol de riddle lol de raj I 

The day they were to have been wed, 

Fate's scissors cut 



>* Boot, hog, or die r 

The Central Park commissioners, something very tsll, 
Got half the city — mean to have it all I 
If they doesn't get it, a-golly won't Uiey sigh 7 — 
^'g P'& little pig, root hog, or 



-**Book me to sleep, Mother/* 

Itock me to sleep, mother, rock me to sleep, 
Over my slumbers a loving watch keep : 

While 

An—** YoaUl remember me.** 

Other lips and other hearts 

Their tales of love shall toll, 
In language whose^- 

A»— '^The Bst-oatoher*s Daughter.* 

father caught rats while she sold sprata, 

AH around and about 

AiB— "No Irish need apply." 

the town of Ballyfad : 

I want a situation, yis, and want it mighty bad . 

I saw a place advertised — ** It's the thing for me," says 1, 

But the dirty spalpeen ended with — ^ 
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>•" Biding on a Bailroad-Eeer.** 

Suke Satinet was a comely gal, 
And loved her parents dear, 

Till she met slim Jim, the miller's son, 
Riding in a 



** A wet Sheet and a flowing Sea 
A wet sheet and a flowing sea, 
And a wind that follows—- 



•♦The Flaming O'Flanagant.** 
—the life of a figliting Amerikin • 
Having no ating to pay for, or rint, 

Into the fight he goes, bould as a harrykin ; 
And whin it's over, sits dowh in 



"The 8oa^» 
The sea, the sea, the open sea ! 
The blue, the fresh, the ever free ! 
Without a mark, without a bound. 
It runneth 

Ai»-«Sklddy Iddy ido« 

Up the rope and down the cable, 
Forty horses in a stable ; 
My wife's dead, and I'm a widder, 
AU the way from 

Ant— "Paddy Carey." 

the town of nate Ologheen, 

Where Sergeant Snap met Paddy Carey; 
A nater boy was niver seen 

Am- '*The Old Houae at Home.** 

In the old house at home, whe re 

An— ** John Brown's Bong." 

John Brown's body lies a-mouldering in the grave^ 

John Brown's body lies a-mouldering in the gra^*, 

John Brown's body lies a mouldering in— -> 
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AiB-.-IMxle'sLwid.'' 

the land of ootton, 

OinDamoD-seed, and sandy bottoms- 
Look away, away, away 1 

Then I wiah I was in 

Anfc—** Landlady of France.** 

the little' Monitor 

Her iron hail did pour, 
When she got within a distance they called handy, oh. 
Then the rebels shook their hoads, 
And to one another said, 
*• Lord \ they Ve got an iron '* 

-"Yankee Doodle." 



Yankee doodle, keep it up, 

Volunteers so handy ; 
Freedom^s flag shall conqner yet. 

For Yankee Doodle dandy I 



piDDY DEirirrs pia. 

As sang by Tont Pabtob. 
-"The Albmn." 



In Dublin town, of great renown, 

Lived Mr. Patrick Denny ; 
By Cupid's shove, he got in love 

With a lady from Kilkenny. 
She was an Irishman born and bred, 

Her name was Judy Rafter; 
His love did burst — he married her flrst^ 

And went a-courting after! 

Chorus. 
TKs very true what I tell you, 

Or else I wouldn't bawl now ; 
Upon my word and credit too. 

You may believe it all now. 
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Wheo they did wed, in a fine flock bed 

To bo sure they laid in clover; 
And she full soon in the honeymoon 

Felt Btrange and quare all over. 
8he«longed for fat, for this and that, 

For ale to floak her toast in ; 
And what was best, among the rest, 

For a little pig a-roasting. 

*Ti8 very true, etc 

To give her aid, he got a spade, 

And built her up a pig-sty ; 
Railed like a pound, and square aU round 

It wasn't a very big sty. 
Says he, " Don*t fret, a pig 101 get, 

And one for breeding fittiu' : 
No loss m gain — *twill ease your pain, 

For the sow will be with kitten !*' 

*Tis very true, eta 

But as his purse was all the worse 

For matrimony's searches. 
To gain his ends, he got two friends 

To join him in the purchase. 
They did agree that " both all three" 

Should go halves in the store-pig; 
But faith, somehow, instead of a sow, 

They went and bought a boar-pig ! 

'Tis very true, etc. 

Next morning he got up to see 

If the pig was 'deep or waking, 
And there he found him on the ground, 

And in a grievous taking. 
His friend was right — says he, " 'twill die, 

That's sure." Says Paddy, " Will it? 
To atop this strife, and save its life, 

I think we'd better kUi it !" 

'Tis very true, etc. 
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And soon, och hone I its life was gone, 

Though that was naught to boast of; 
But that the cost might not be lost, 

And the meat to make the most ofj 
They put it in a barrow, 

And to market then they rolled it; 
And. as it didn't look 'ike pork, 

For mutton, &ith, they sold it I 

*Ti8 very true, etc. 

Now Judy all the while got stout, 

And after that got stouter ; 
Then dacintly was put to bed, 

"With her neighbors all about her. 
To Paddy's joy, she brought a boy, 

And och, how he was boasting I — 
For on one eye it had a sty. 

On the other a pig a-roasting I 

'Tis very true, eta 



KOETH AND SOUTH. 

Ab sung. by Tont Pastos. 

Ant— "Few Days." 

Before Old Abe leaves Washington, 

In a few years — few years ; 
The flag of peace will fly upon 

Oapitolian dome I 
Our Union we will have again, 

Forever — forever; 
And all the states we'll welcome then, 

Back to Freedom's home. 

Chorus, 
Oh, the rebels we are routing, 

Forever — forever ; 
And all the land is shouting, 

** Freedom's coming home I" 
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The war will give us better 8i»"»Ui 

In a few years — ^few years, 
And show us all the suuken shoalo, 

Covered up with foam. 
Traitors shall no more annoy 

Freemen — freemen ; 
And loyal hearts return in joy, 

Nevermore to roam. 

Oh, the rebels, eta 

Vengeance on the host shall fall, 

In a few years— few years; 
Traitors, rebels, robbers all, 
Meet their righteous doom I 
Then all grounds of strife will cease, 
Forever — forever ; 
North and South shall rest in peace, 
Sharing one dear home. 

Oh, the rebels, eta 



THE SOOLBIira WIFE. 

Ai 8img by Tony Pastob. 

Ai»—" Johnny Sands." 

L KAK whose name was Johnny Sands 

Had married Betty Hague ; 
And, though she brought him gold and landa^ 

She proved to him a plague. 
For oh, she was a scolding wife. 

Full of caprice and whim: 
Says Johnny Sands, "I'm tired of life"-— 

Says she, "I'm tired of him 1" 

Says she, eta 

Says he, one day, "I'll drown mysetf— 

The river runs below." 
Sa^ she, "Yes, do, you silly elf I 

A wished it long ago." 
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8aj8 bOf " Upoo the bridk I'll Btand, 

While you ran down the hill, 
And push me in with all your might" — 

Says she, "My love, I will." 

Says she, eta 

'' For fear that I might courage lack, 

And try to save my life, 
Pray tie my hands behind my back** — 

" I will," replied his wife. 
She tied them fast, as you may think, 

Securely it was done ; 
** Now stand," says she, "upon the brink 

And I'll prepare to run." 

And I'll, etc. 

All down the hill his loving bride 

Now ran with all her force, 
To push him in — ^he stepped aside-^ 

And she popped in, of course I 
Now splashing, dashing, like a fish — 

"Oh, save me, Jolinny Sands I" 
* I can't, my dear, though much I wish, 

For you have tied my hands." 

For you, etc. 

THE OOLD-WATEB OU&E. 

A Sequel to "The Boolding Wite." 

At song by Tok¥- Pastob. 

Ai»- " FiOating 8cow.»* 

Whbh Johnny Sands his hands got loijsed^ 

Folks thought he was insane ; 
But 'twas his conscience that produced 

The " water on the broin." 
No helpmate now his home to share 

But thrown on his own bands. 
He all at once became aware 

ilow dear was Betty Sands. 

He all at once, eta 



6 
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Now Bettj, as it did appear, 

Upon a bank was stuck : 
Quoth she, **He used to call me 'dMr/ 

But now I am bis ' duc^* 

wicked woman I there I stood, 
That cruel knot to tie ; 

1 thought a *dip' would do him good. 

But he left me to die !" 

I thought a dip, etc 

Then straightway to her home she flew. 

Poor Johnny, mad almost, 
Bxdaimed, "Oh, pray forgive me, do I" 

He thought it was her ghost 1 
No wonder, in her frightful mess. 

He knew not Mrs. Sands — 
Till, first of all, she wrung her dress, 

And then she wrung her hands I 

Till, first of all, eta 

"0 Johnny, Johnny I" she exclaimed, 

"IVe caught a fearful cold; 
But now the past is all explained, 

I never more will scold. 
Since love has tied our hearts secure, 

1*11 never tie your hands" — 
And this was the "cold-water care" 

Of John and Betty Sands. 

And this was, eta 



Ir '' the ant sets us an example of industry," it*8 a good 
deal more than many uncles do I 

**John, what are the peculiar properi4e« of heat and 
cold?" 

" Why. sir, heat expands, and cold contracts." 

" Give us a familiar illustration." 

"Well, in summer, when it is hot, the days aro long; 
and in winter, when it is cold, they are short 1" 
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MISS DEBOBAH DIDDLE, 
And Sir Gilbert Qo-softlj. 
Ai Bang by Tont Pabtos. 
•♦Our Grandfather's Days." 



Ton may talk of sweet passion^ and wishing, and wooing^ 

With ecstasy sighing, and blushes and darts; 
Of altars and toe Uet^ and billing and cooing. 

Flaming torches, young Cupids, and fond bleeding hearts: 
But the truest of lovers that ever were seen. 

In city or town, near or far, great or small, 
Were Miss Deborah Diddle, of Daisymead Green, 

And Sir Gilbert Gk>-8oftly, of Gooseberry Hall. 

Chorus— Fo\ de rol lol, etc. 

The wirgin was fiftj, her head very taper. 

Her mouth it was large, and her nose it was flat ; 
Her complexion as blooming as whitey-brown paper ; 

She had but one eye, and she squinted with that I 
For an excellent " rib" she was formed, too, I ween 

(For she was so terribly crooked withal). 
Was Miss Deborah Diddle, of Daisymead Green, 

For Sir Gilbert Go-softly, of Gooseberry HalL 

Fol de rol lol, eta 

The knight once a sad race had run when in clover. 

But now all his running had come to a dreg; 
For he was quite poor, and had sixty got over — 

Besides, which was worse, he had only one leg. 
But titled was he, and she rich as a queen, 

These made them in love with each other to fall — 
Sweet Miss Deborah Diddle, of Daisymead Green, 

And Sir Gilbert Go-softly, of Gooseberry Hall. 

Fol de rol lol, etc. 

The knight caught a fever in toasting her merits; 

He ctdled in the doctor — it caused him to die. 
When the grief of the fair so consumed all her spirita. 

She quickly went oflf— with a drop in her eye. 
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Aud such constant love from oblivion to screen, 
From out of the ^rave sprung a tombstone so tall. 

To Misfi De> orah Diddle, of Daisymead Green, 
And Sir Gilbert Go-softly, of Go<weberry Hall 

Fol de rol lol, eta 



AH AETIFICIAL NOSE. 

Ab Bang by Tont Pastor. 

Autp— ** Think of yonr Head in the Morning.'' 

•Tis a very queer thing Tm going to sing, 

As you'll find ere I come to a close — 
Whether mankind, all tho^e who are blind. 

Are the better or worse for a nose. 
I've bothered my brains, and taken great pains 

To grapple each thought as it rose ; 
And now, as you'll find, I've made up my mind 

A man is a gainer by losing his nose ! 
A good reason is here— it makes him lee '^lear, 

At least so I think and suppose ; 
As, if he is \^ise, he'll go by his eyes, 

For he never can follow iiis nose I 

He bears without rout the loss of his snout— » 

It does not exempt him from woes ; 
But into the cares of his neighbors' affairs 

He ne'er can be poking his nose : 
And though in his dress he cannot do less 

Than wear (just like other folks) dothes, 
Pocket-handkerchief he does without, and we see 

There's a saving in soap* for he ne'er blows his noae. 
And to say it I'm bold, if he catches a colct, 

By winds, or by rains, or by snows. 
He may make his heart glad, for, though ever so bad, 

He's never stuffed up in the nose. 

He smokes well enough, though he cannot take snuff, ^ 

And, when he's inclined for a doze, 
He sits in his chair, goes to sleep without care, 

?(Hr no one can tickle his nose. 
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Aa. i farther, now, mark — ^if he runs in the dark 

^ /hough darkness will many folks pose), 
He may by surprise knock out both his eyes, ' 

But you know very well that he can't breaic his nosei 
Should he drink day and night, and in liquor delight, 

Till he cannot stand on his toes. 
Though his neighbors may say whatever they may, 

They canH say he's got a red nose. 

If he gets a nickname, he comes off the same— 

They can't call him " Nosey," he knows; 
And though he is vexed, and by trouble perplexed, 

He never can bite off his nose I 
And though his false friends, for their own private ends, 

His suspicions may lull to repose. 
Disappointment they'll gain, and find it in vain 

And useless to try to lead him by the nose. 
Nay, more, this is sure — if he's rich or he's poor. 

When fighting with five or six foes. 
They may struggle and scrouge, they may hammer and 
gouge, 

But they never can nip off his nose. 

Perhaps you'll surmise h»'ll be weak in the eyes ; 

But, ere blind entirely be goes. 
Think with what grace he bedecks his odd face 

With a bran span new famous false nose I 
With spectacles on, he looks quite a Don, 

And bis head up he tosses and throws; 
His mind to amuse, reads over the news. 

Whilst all folks admire his astonishing nose. 
He smiles at each scoff, takes his spectacles ofl^ 

Never minding their " Ah's" -nor their " Oh's " 
But firmly does stand, puts up his right hand, 

And silently pockets his nose 1 



What is the difference between the attraction of grevita-, 
tioa and the attraction of cohesion ? — ^The former brings a 
drunken man to the ground, and the latter keeps him there 
6* 
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THE TOM-OATS' DUEL. 

Ab sung by Tont Tamovl 

AiB—** Yoke the Light Wagon." 

Thbbb were two tom-cats on a wall, 
Just over a cobbler's stall, 

Tom White and Tommy Gray; 
And these two tom-cats on a wall, 
Just over this cobbler's stall, 

Had both fell in love, thej say. 

'Twas Miss Tabby that made them Mgh, 
And she lived in a garret hard by, 

Which brought the two lovyers that way, 
To sing her a sweet serenade {Meow! mthw!)-^ 
And a pretty moUreowing they made, 

Tom White and Tommy Gray. 

Sa3r8 Tom White, " Who the devil are jou. 
That here, with impertinent mew, 

Would bid dear Miss Tabby my clack shun?** 
Said Tom Gray, VDo not make such a splutter; 
You shall meet me to-night in the gutter, 

And damme I'll have satisfaction 1'* 

With claws sharp as daggers they met, 
And to it like tyrants they set — 

'Twas doubtful which of the two were stronge- 
They spit, and they scratched, and they swore, 
And their poor hairy jackets they tore, 

Till they couldn't hold out any longer. 

Miss Tabby awoke at the clatter. 

Popped out her head and cried, V What's the mattei f 

And seemed rather angry and coolish. 
Said Tom White, " Our sad plight only view — 
WeVe both been fighting for you I" 

Then said she, "That was devilish foolish!** 
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Said Tom Gray, " I have lost my tail" — 
6ttid Miss Tabby, *'Tbat will not avail, 

For I vow that my back it quite up is, 
To think that two cats on a wall, 
Just over a cobbler's stall, 

Should go for to act like two puppies.'' 



HOW TO TAME A TA&TAB. 
At tang by Tont Pastor. 
-»Mn. Johnson." 



I THOUGHT, when first I fell in love, 
My Julia was a gentle dove, 
A maid all others far above — 

I nothing could refuse her: 
So mild, so meek, so wondrous fair. 
Such soft blue eyes, such silken hair, 
I thought if she'd my heart but share, 

I'd make her Mrs. Cruiser. 

I took her oft to balls and plays^ 

And likewise, upon Saturdays, 

To the Central Park, too, which displays 

So much that does amuse her. 
We lingered once till evening's close; 
And when " the dew hung on the rose," 
As she observed, I did propose 

To make her Mrs. Cruiser. 

She said, in accents sweeter far 

Than Mandolina or guitar, 

"0 thir, you must askth my pa-par I" 

I did— "If he would lose her?" 
"My boy, I give you joy 1" he cried; 
And then I Owught he said, aside^ 
"By Jove! he's got the Tartar" Vd 

Proposed tor Mrs. Cruiser. 
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Three weeks we passed of perfect blisa, 

But, very shortly after this, 

Do what I would, it went amu«s — 

Yet how could I ill-use her? 
I thought her temper rayther queer— 
jZ liEict, almost began to fear 
She would prove to me very dear^ 

Now she was Mrs. Cruiser. 

The dinner ne'er was to her taste , 
She*d sport around, my money waste ; 
Say what I would, she'd cry in haste, 

**0h, wherefore me abuse, sir?" 
" How dare you talk to me ?" she'd cry ; 
"You brute, you'd like to see me die 1" 
" There's no such luck as that," thought 1, 

*'Now you are Mrs. Cruiser." 

I bought a book, tind there read through 

What Mr. Rarey had to do 

To tame a horse called " Cruiser," too — 

That vicious, spiteful bruiser : 
So I resolved a plan to try. 
To tame my wife of temper high ; 
And you will find out, by-and-by, 

How I tamed Mrs. Cruiser. 

Well, first of all, I joined a club. 

Took there what fast men call my grua, 

And there enjoyed of whist a rub. 

Though Very oft a loser. 
I had a latch-key — stayed out late. 
And at the door I wouldn't wait : 
When I arrived in such a state, 

It quite shocked Mrs. Cruiser. 

I let her storm — ^I didn't care; 
I only called out, "Order — chair!' 
I once or twice slept on the stair. 
Because I'd not abuse her 
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I brought home fellows, jolly bojrs, 
Who ne'er had tasted wedlock's joys, 
And we all night kicked up a noise, 
And toasted Mrs. Cruiser 1 

A week or two of noise and din, 

For which I didn't care a pin. 

Soon proved to me I'd " broke her in"— 

To my ways I could use her. 
She soon found that a quiet life 
Was better far than constant strife, 
And owns she is a h^ppy wife— 

Quite tamed, although a Oruiser. 



A BEAUnnJL OEOP. 

Ai fang by £d Bxbkt, oomedian and tocallit 

Are— "Paddy's Onriosity-Shop." 

TouNO Christopher Crop was a farmer, 

When he took it into his head 
To fall deep in love wiih a charmer, 

Who was all he could wish for, he said. 
For dumplings she made to perfection, 

Mock-turtle, and prime ginger-pop ; 
And would make, as said all his connection, 

A beautiful young Mrs. Crop. 

Chorus — ^Young Christopher, etc. 

She understood singing and sewing, 

And pianofortes, puddings, and ploughs, 
And Berlin-wool work and beer-brewing, 

And music, and milking of cows; 
She could play the guitar, and cure bacon ; 

In phrenology she was tip-top-— 
So there wasn't a doubt of her making 

A beautiful young Mrs. Crop. 

Young Christopher, eia 
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For fireboards sheM cut out such papers 

As really astonished the Crops : 
She danced, and made pickles and caperB, 

And understood pcrowing of hops. 
So Christopher's father and mother 

Both urged him the question to pop, 
Which he did — and, without any bother, 

She agreed to become Mrs. Crop. 

They were married almost without knowing — 

To her it appeared like a dream ; 
And 'twas not till from church she was going, 

She remembered she'd altered her name- ^ 
When the bells of the church began ringing 

As if they were never to stop, 
And they sounded as if they were singing— 

**0 beautiful young Mrs. Crop 1" 

She proved a good wife for her learning ; 

To him is a fortune, because . 
She knows the improvements in farming, 

As well as the waltzes of Strauss. 
And his spouse and his farm loving dearly, 

He's growing as proud as a fop; 
And, praising them both, he says, yearly. 

He's blest with a beautiful Orop, 



A TRIP TO ALaOA BAT| 

Oil the AdventnroTU Gobblers* 

AiRr—** Cruelty to Johnny." 

Two gentlemen-shoemakers, my comrade Jack and me, 

Took a start to Algoa Bay, a precious way by sea ; 

We went among the blacks, to make our fortius, you mvasi 

know. 
For mayn't cobblers look for trade where people barefoot 

go? C?ioru8—To\ lol de rol, eUi. 
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We took a stock of boots and shoes, some leather, aod that 

'ere; 
Took leave of friends, and jumped on board — the wind and 

weather fair — 
We had a quick sail to the Cape (our ship was a quick 

band), 
And hoped our boots and shoes would have as quick a saU 

on laud. Tol lol de rol, etc. 

When at Algoa Bay we landed, we seed such lots of blacks 
As neither bad sboes to their feet nor shirts upon their 

backs : 
Caffres or Jaffers they are called, or some such sort of 

name — 
And people as don't know 'era say the savages is tame. 

Tol lol de rol, etc. 

Algoa Isn't like New York — no houses nor no street?; 
You has to build your house yourself, dig wells, and aU 

them treats : 
We built a house and opened shop, and thought as we 

should do. 
And so we did do— nothing, for we never sold a shoe I 

Tol lol de rol, etc 

No wonder that we nothing sold, for Jaffers never buys ; 
They comes in droves, and burns your house, and steals 

your merchandise. 
Ten thousand Jaffers stormed x>ur house, and robbec| and 

beat us too ; 
And we, to save our lives, run out, and outrun all the 

crewl Tol lol de rol, etc. 

I And all the way we run from them, we heard great Hona 
roar, 
Which made us both expect no less than soon to be do 

more; 
It is the lions' custom there to pop you unawares — 
We wanted ** custom" bad enough, but we wanted none of 
theirs I Tol lol de rol, etc. 



D git zed by Google 



60 THE BILL-P08TERS DBEAH. 

So much for emigration I we found it a bad " spec," 
Andf coming back to Yankee-land, we tasted a shipwreck; 
But now, in our own country safe, we'll no more casttea 

buUd— 
If we cannot make our fortius, we can live and not be 

killedl Tolldderol etc 



THE BILL-FOSTEK'S DEEAMi 
Or, OrosB-BeadingBi 
By R T. JonNBTON. 
The Captain with hlB Whisker*." 



Ip you walk through the streets of New York city, 
You can daily see the subject I have chosen for my ditty: 
Upon almost every fence and wall that you may espy, 
Posted bills, of every size and shape, are sure to meet your 

eye. 
Standing near a pile of bricks at a building in Broadway, 
I scanned my eyes along the bills, and read them as they 

lay; 
Being posted o*er each other, you know they will read 

strange— 
And, if you'U only listen, I will tell you how they range. 

" Artemaa Ward will give a lecture," '* price fifty cents a 
box," 

" Use the Old Dominion coffee-pot," and " buy your hats of 
Knox;»' 

** You can get five cents a pound for old books" and " poet- 
age-stamps," 

"And Lloyd's war-maps and pictures," ''agents wanted in 
the camps;" 

** For coughs, colds," and " broken chairs, Spalding's pre- 
pared glue," 
'Palmer's artificial legs and arms," — "just the tlung for 
youj" 
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•For Sing Sing, direct," "Horace Greeley" and "Ben 

Wood," 
*'The Siamese Twins at Barnum's," "Use Drake's bitters 

for the blood." 

'* Now on exhibition, at the" ** Rogue's Gallery," 

*A portrait of General Fremont, with his" "Black-horse 

cavahy;" 
"Forrest," "the tight-rope dancer, at" "Niblo*s to-night," 
"Will volunteer'* "to eat a horse" "in the great prite- 

* fight I" 
'*Bead Napoleon's Life of Caesar" "in this week's Police 

Gazette," 
Gk) to " the Winter Garden," " cheap grooeries to get ;" 
"American Bible Society at the" "Gaietie? *o-night" — 
"Dr. Cheever and" "the waiter-girls" ^' wui address the" 

" Drummond light" 

" Highest bounties paid for substitutes" "and geuts' cast- 
oflf clothes," 

" Lubin's extract of" " Turtle-soup," " Bergamot and rose ;" 

'At auction-sale this day, A. J. Bl&ecker, auctioneer," 
Forty barrels of Irish" " Lager" and Snyder's " Whiskey- 
Beer." 

* For Uayor," " the Hippopotamus," " Regular Uaion nom- 
ination" — 

" Five hundred dollars reward for" " the President's Proc- 
lamation ;" 

*^BotiB of Temperance, this evening, will" "try Wolfe's 
Schneidam Schnapps," 

' Purge the blood with Helmbold's extract" " and Military 
Maps." 

' Wendell Phillips," " the What is it?" " Who struck Billy 

Patterson ?" 
" Oan cure warts, corns, and bunions, with" " The Budget 

of Fun;" 
"Wild's lemon-drops and" "carpet-tacks" *for forty cents 

a pound" — 
"The iron -clad DictatorV "Lucy Stone is" * ou-ward 

bound;" 
6 
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"Graud sparring exhibition" — "the Siamese Twins wil 
appear," 

** Edwin Booth*' " throws a summersault on horseback** " II 
King Lear;" 

"Read the Nio-Nax for December'* "at Bamum'ji Mu- 
seum'* — 

"Sacred concert at the "Goal-yard,'* "MUes 0'B6iU«<-'« 
dreaoL" 



HOM(EOFATHIO SOUP. 
Am Bung by Toht Pa0«mu 

Ti.ES a robin's leg — mind, the drumstick merelj; 
Put it in a tub, filled with water nearly. 
Set it out of doors, in a place that's shady; 
Let it stand a week (three days for a lady). 

Put a spoonful into a five-quart kettle- 
It should be of tin, or perhaps bell-metaL 
Fill the kettle up, put it on a boiling; 
Skim the liquor well, to prevent its oiling. 

Let the liquor boil half an hour or longer 
(If 'tis^foK a man you may make it stronger). 
Should you now desire that the soup be flayory. 
Stir it once around with a stalk of savory. 

When the soup is done, set it by to jell it ; 
Then three times a day let the patient smell it t 
If he chance to die, say 'twas Nature did it; 
But should he get well, give the Soup the credit 



SOR, av ye plase, whist, now, while oi ax ye: whin r 
the biHt month to tell a lie iu ? Ye give it op, ye do 7 Ar- 
rah, if ye want the bist month for a lie, what 'ud it be but 
.TO-ruary ? 

A SOOTOH DuiiniB. — ^The noonday meal. 
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MILES O'BEILLT'S LOVE-LETTEB. 
Ai sung hy Tony Pabtor. 
-M Dennis McCaster." 



• 
Pkab MoUj, me darling me thrush and me 8tarlm*| 

I'm bitin' and snarlin' at this fate of mine I 
Of joy you bereft me, of happiness cleft me, 
And 80 coldly left me to sorrow and pine : 
It's bad that I'm lookin', with grief I am chokin', 

. And sorely is breakin' this poor heart of mine — 
To keep it from sipkin' right off, I'm thinkin* 
I must take to dhrinkiu' ould whiskey and winet 

I'm poorly and weakly, and weary and sickly ; 

Oh, come to me quickly, or else I will die — 
With nobody near me, to soothe and endear me^ 

To comfort or cheer me, or hear me last sigh 1 
Whilst flirtin' and sparkin', you're singin' and larkin', 

And probably harkin' to some omadhawn. 
Who's smirkin' and sighin', protestin' and lyin', 

And swearin' and cry in', you're his Molly Bawn 1 

Bad luck to the place that you're showin' your face at, 

Bad luck to each base brat your fancy may ftke 1 
The divil may blind them, for rakes you will find them; 

Mavourneen, don't mind them, but hy tome waket 
Though, my sweet Molly asthore, it is folly 

To be melancholy, or think upon Death, 
Yet he will relieve me, and never deceive roe. 

Nor cruelly leave me, until me last breath! 



WHAT'S A' THE STEEB, £IMMEB7 

What's a* the steer, kimmer, what's a' the steer? 
Jamie he is landed, and soon he will be here. 
Gh> lace your boddice blue, lassie, lace your boddice blue- 
Put on your Sunday daes, and trim your cap anew ; 
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For Vm right glad o* heart, kimmer, right glad o^ heart, 
I hae a bonnie breast-knot, and for his sake I'll wear't 
Sm' Jamie has come hame, I hae nae cause to fear — 
Bid the neebora ail come down and welcome Jamie here. 
For I'm right glad, etc. 

Wffere*8 Honald Todd, Lassie? — run and fetch him here— 
Bid him bring his pipes, lassie, bid him tune 'em clear; 
For we'll taste the barlej-mow, and we'll foot it to an' fro; ' 
Sin' Jamie has come hame, we'll gie him hearty cheer. 
What's a' the steer, kimmer, what's a' the steer? 
Jamie he is landed, and soon he will be here. 
Bid Allan Bamsaj run, bid him kill the fatted deer — 
Oh. the neebors little ken how we'll welcome Jamie here I 
What's a' the steer, kimmer, etc. 



THE KEEPSAKE. 
Sequel to" The OaTftlier." 
As Ming by Tont Pastob. 

On a fine summer's day. 

As the cavalier lay 
At his length in the greenwood shade, 

A pretty page-boy. 

With a face full of joy. 
Came cantering up the glade. 

One moment he stopped, 

A packet dropped, 
Then off like an arrow he flew ; 

And the cavalier found 

There was left on the ground 
A small case, with a small biUet-doux 

The note was not long. 

It was dated Hong Koug ; 
Short and sweet as a letter should be. 

There was sketched in the middle 

A youth with a fiddle. 
And under them, ** Fiddle-de-dee 1" 
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He turned it about — 

^* Meant for ine, no doubt; 

Some contemptible rival, that's plain. 
If I knew who it was, 
I woifld cudgel him, pozl 

He should not be so pleasant again.** 

He read on — ^tbus it ran : 

" Most misguided young man, 
To suppose that, for night tSter night, 

Merely twangling guitars, 

Tink-a«tink to the stars, 
A lady thy love would requite : 

Still, it's hard to be told, 

When you've sung in the cold, 
That you're not to have any reward ; 

So this billet I've penned, 

And along with it send 
Just a trifle,- to show my regard." 

Joy, conceit, and surprise. 

Flashed at once from his eyes. 
As he read out aloud, as above. 

" Tra la la," carolled he, 

" I half thought so — ^it's she I « 
It's a hint to return to my love." 

He twitched his cravat, 

Gave a tap on his hat, 
Then — sank on the grass in a swoon : 

For, on opening the case, 

He beheld — ^liis own face, 
Looking wofully long, in a spoon ! 



BvxBTBODT has heard of the famous letters that passed 
between the adverse chiefs of Tyrconnel and Tyrone : 
" Pay me my tribute, or if you don't — 

"O'DOHKBLL." 

•• I owe you no tribute, and if I did — 

"O'Nhll.'* 
6« 
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TEE GBEEH, GBEEH K088 

As MUg bj TONT PAtflOB. 

Aim— "The Ivy Oreen." 

A DEUOATS thing is the green, green moas, 

That clings to the crumbling wall; 
Its mother's the damp from the cold, cold earth— 

The air we its sire maj call: 
For *ti8 fed hj the breeze with the tiny dust, 

And drinks of the eve's soft tears — 
And daint'ly spreads forth its emerald crust 

O'er the stone that' had nursed it for years; 
And living on the rich man's loss, 
A tale is told by the green, green moss. 

And living, etc. 

It creeps o'er the tombs of the bold and brave, 

That crumble to dust alone, * 
And spreadeth a shroud o'er the poor man's grave 

Which not e'en a friend will own ; 
It silently telleth how pride decays. 

And how vain that pride has been, 
And the mouldering towers of ancient days 

It loveth to mantle in green: 
Glorying in the rich man's loss, 
A tale is told by the green, green moss. 

Glorying, eta 

A carpet is spread o'er the marshy bed, 

Where forests embedded rest. 
And mildly it raiseth its delicate head 

From the mouldering princely crest 
And the fair, g^een moss on the old church-spire 

Tells how bright a life may be. 
When age rings the curfew to quench youth's firet 

If the heart from guilt be free : 
Rising on the ruined's loss. 
How true a tale tells the green, green mossl 

Rising, etc 
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THE GAT TOmsrO SPOUTEE. 
Ab rang by Tont Pabiob. 
-**Bob and Joan.^ 



A. OLBVBR fellow I— every one allows it — • 
Succeed va all I try— everybody knows it! 
Actor first I turned, and made the audience tremble ; 
Oreater fame I earned than Forrest, Kean, or Eemble. 

(8PBAKIN0.) 

Hence, babbling dreams 1 you threaten here in vain; 
Conscience, avaunt I Richard's himself again I 
Ranting, spouting, tearing — hit it to a tittle 1 
Pit and boxes cheering ^)scius the Little I 

A combatant became — fencing took delight in ; 
Gained unrivalled fame by small and broadsword fighting. 
Parry, carte, or tierce— every hit I win it ; 
Eje so bright and fierce, conquer in a minute 1 

on (spBAEiNa Aim fencing.) 

Die, prophet, in thy speech I 
Gutting, thrusting, slashing — ^hit 'em to a tittle — 
Merry, clever, dashing Roscius the Little ! 

Damping next I learned — my grace no one surpasses; 
Every night I turned the heads of all the lasses — 
Gock their caps at me — bait for matrimony, 
Because they know, d'ye see, I rival Taglioni ! 

(burlesque dance.) 
ShufOe, cut, and caper — hit it to a tittle — 
p Puffed in every paper, Roscius the Little I 

ICusic next I sought^ quite resolved to win ye^ 
On one string ^tis thought I rival Paganini! 
A woful strain I try, a merry movement after — 
One makes you pipe your eye, and t'otlier die with luugh* 
ter. 
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(bublesque singing.) 
Orotchet, sharp, or quaver — hit 'em to a tittle- 
Handel equalled never Roecius the Little. 
Then my vocal powers with the first are raied, 
People sit for hours completely fascinated ; 
Wallack, Kemble, Shaw, give to me precedeuce. 
With euviouB eyes they look to hear me run cadence I 

(burlesque cadence — SINGS AND DANCES.) 

Bravo, bravo, bravo! — hit 'em to a tittle I 
Bravo, bravo, bravo 1 — Boscius the Little 1 



ZISS klSD BE FBIEHBS. 

I FROM childhood was always to friendship inclined, 
Which my parents so careful instilled in my mind ; 
If my playmates would wrangle, I'd say, " Make amend*— 
Oh, tie! never quarrel, but kiss and be friends " 

Good use of this lesson I found I possessed — 

My lovers would quarrel, of which I loved best ; 

I'd aay to them all, " On yourselves much depends — 

So with peace quite restored, why we'll kiss and be fnends." 

Among so many lovers I ne'er was at rest, 
So I ran to the church with the man I loved best ; 
And the parson who joined us, why he recommends 
That we comfort each other, and kiss and be friends. 

Now a husband to keep, I'll tell you my plan : 
Should you meet with life's cares, do the best that you can. 
You must strive all to please him, on that much depends — 
Should misfortunes e'er cross him, why kiss and be friends. 

A gent whom I spy, with a face of delight, 
Is courting that lady — I'm certain I'm right; 
Her eyes with love sparkle, and she comprehends — 
If it wasn't so public, they^d kiss and be friends 1 
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Now this ie my plan, and I hope I shall find 
All those who are present are of the aame mind; 
I hope what I've told no one present offends — 
If it does, I'm quite willing to kiss and be friends. 



WHEN A MAH'S A LITTLE BIT POOBLY. 
As Bong hj ToNT Pastob. 

When a man's a little bit poorly, 

He makes a fuss, 

Wants a nurse, 
Thinks he's going to die most surely; 
fiends for a doctor, who makes him worse. 
I only caught a bit of a cold — 

My wife did make 

Me gruel take, 
Guddled me up between kindness and scold, 
And with her own hands my pillow did shake. 
Chorus — When a man's a little, eta 

I three days with fever was fumaced ; 

Balmy sleep 

To me'd not creep- 
Obliged to send for the doctor in earnest, 
fiopes of recovery faintly peep : 
He, with long and serious face. 

Pronounced me ill, 

Sent bolus — ^pill — 
Draught — ^powder — and all in the race 
Of drugs compounded to make a long bill 

^ When a man's a little, eUx 

Leached — cupped — ^bled— and blister. 

Slips and slops, 

Eating stops; 
So low, each pill was a twister — 
I swallowed about three doctors' shops I 
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WHEH ▲ MAM'S A LITTLB BIT POOBLT. 

Countenanoe turned a cadaveroua tint: 

A bitter pill — 

Grew weaker still, 
Though the nurse had a bit of a bint — 
'* Shouldn't die sooner for making my will !** 

When a man's a little, eta 

Worse and worse grew my condition, 

My body sore, 

Life a bore— 
The doctor called in a physician. 
Who physicked and bolussed me ten times more 
Relations round with sighs and tears, 

Each — ^nephew, niece — 

Disturb my peace; 
Even my wife changed hopes for fears. 
Fervently wished me a happy release 1 

When a man's a little, eta 

Then physicians' consultation—- 

They view my face, 

"Hopeless case," 
Pronounced, with much deliberation. 
That I, alas I had run my race. 
Skeleton-like, my bones peep through^ 

My eyes I fix, 

I hear Death's ticks ; 
To wife and friends I bade adieu, 
^ Expecting with Oharon to cross the^tyx. 

When a man's a httle, eiOL 

Wishing to leave the world in quiet^ 

Of drugs and such 

I'd had too much : 
So I took a meal of my usual diet^ ^ 
Got better, and 'scaped from Death's cold clutch. 
Physic since to the dogs I throw — 

Happy and gay 

I pass each day ; 
And when I'm summoned where all must go^ 
I'm resolved to die in the natural way. 

When a man's a little, etc 
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JOLLY DBUHK. 

An Entire Hew Songi 

As eong by Toirr Pastob. 

Why — ^hic I I can hardly keep my feei, 

And my road I can hardly see ; 
There's something up with the cursed streci. 

Or there's something up with me : 
Tve Kuzzled till I feel ready to burst, 

And yet I'm as dry as a chip ; 
The liquor I've drunk has but quickened my diinii 

So I'll just go and moisten my lip. 
Hold up, my kiddy — keep on your legs — 

If you tumble, there you'll lie ; 
But I've slept in the gutter before to-night^ • 

So — hicl damn it, what care I? 

The church-clock's striking— only tlireel 
Well, come, that's not very late ; 

No doubt my wife's sittin' up for me — 
It'll do her no harm to wait : 

So I'll just call in for another glass here- 
Inside I can hear a roar I 

And I know they've got a stock of good be«ir, 
For I've tasted the tap before. 

Ill drink while I've got money to spend«-« 
My wife may blubber and sigh ; 

The cursed brats may shiver and starve, 
But — ^hicl damu.it, what care I? 

So— hicI tallyho! — to the devil with tin el 

It isn't the time for bed ; 
I'm Justin the humor now, my boy, 

To break a teetotaller's head t 
It's a glorious thing to be jolly drunk, 

So another glass — hie I for me; 
An' I'll tip ye a song, my roaring blade% 

That's if I can hit the key : 
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" Drink, boys, drink — hie 1 drink, boja, drink"— 

But stop, I'm gettin' too high ; 
Fm not in the vein to-night, I think, 

But — hie 1 damn it. wliat care I ? 

" Drink, boys, drink, till you*re all jolly drunk^ 

And guzzle away the night ; 
Drink, boys, drifik, till the stars have sunk, 

And go home in the broad daylight I'' 
There, that^s a genuine bit of my own — 

I knew I oould tip it you prime I 
Now what's the charge for the gemmen at largo, 

And, landlady, what's the time ? 
Good-night, my kiddies — gocni-night, my dear I 

Let's see what color's the sky : 
The street's quite dark — but never fear, 

No— hie 1 damn it, what care 1 7 

Now, Where's the wall ? — I must feel my way, 

For — ^liic ! I'm drunk as a lord : 
There ought to be guide-posts up« I say. 

When such larkers as me are abroad. 
It's not very late, because it's quite dark, 

And I can't see where I tread : 
I've— hie 1 been having a bit of a lark — 

Hie ! hollo ! I've broken my head 1 
I can't get up— oh, that cursed lamp ! 

Hie 1 hie 1 then here I must lie : 
Good-mght, old fellow I the ground's very damp^ 

Ba^>-hicl damn it, what care 1 7 
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TONY PASTOR'S 

^'OWN" COMIC YOCALIST. 



ISABBLLA, WITH THE aiHGHAM UMBRELLA i 

Or, the Barber's Daiighter of Weehawken. 

As song hy Tont Pastob. 

'Jv a Monday afternoon, in the latter part of June, 
I got on board the ferry-boat for Wee-haw-ken ; 
As my eyes I chanced to raise, a lady met my gaze, 

She was crowded in the cabin 'mongst a lot of men ; 
In her hands she had a bouquet, and she wore a jockey-hat, 
And she gave me such a look — oh, how my heart went pit- 
a-pat I 

Chorus — She'd a gingham umbrella, 
Her name was Isabella, 
And her father kept a barber's shop at Wee-haw-ken. 

I rushed to Ler side, and I proffered my assistance — 
Oh, the smile she gave me, as I offered her a seat ! 
I SHt down beside her, and, as she made no resistance, 

We talked of the weather, the rain, and the beat. 
I asked her of her parents — I asked her her trade — 
She was " bossin' " in a bonnet-shop, and sold them ready 
made ; 

Then she raised her umbrella — 
Said, " My name is Isabella, 
And my father keeps a barber's shop at Wee-haw-ken." 
!♦ 
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Before we parted, she had all my affection ; 

I ^nquircKi, •' Should I see her at some future day?* 
8he simpered and smiled, and said '' sheM no objection"- 

As lifrht as a fairy she tripped it away. 
So we were engaged in a regular way; 
My time passed as happy as the flowers In May, 
TVhea I thought of Isabella, 
And her gingham umbrella, 
And her father's little barber-shop at Wee-haw-ken. 

When you hear the sequel, you'll say it has no equal 

In aU the annals of woman's deceit: 
I went one night for to meet my Isabella, 

But no Isabella was there to meet ; 
I searched far and wide, till I happened to drop . 
In a lager-bier garden, where they had a sort of ** hop." 
Oh, there was Isabella, 
With a ginger-whiskered fellow. 
Doing "double shuflSes" up at Wee-haw-ken. 

I staggered with surprise, then exclaimed — " Isabella, 

Do I look like a fool ? do you take me for a flat?'* 
She coolly replied, *' Well, I rayther think I do ; 

And if you don't like it, take it out of that" 
I rushed at my rival, satisfaction to get, 
But found that my troubles had not ended yet; 
For up jumped Isabella, 
With her gingham umbrella. 
And let me have it on the nose at Wee-haw-ken. 

I rushed from her presence, resolved upon slaughter : 

I Thinks I, "Now in the Hudson repose I will find.** 
Then, fully bent*on Susancide, I ran down to the water, 
But my opinions altered, and I changed my mind ; 
For tolly must be paid for, and wisdom bought — 
There are fishes in the sea that have not been caught 
So a fig for Isabella, 
And her gingham umbrella. 
And her father's little barber-shop at Wee-haw-ken 
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WAIT TILL YOU GET IT. 
An Original Song. 
Written and Bang by Tour PAffioB. 
*Qee ho, Dobbin.'' 



Op late, around town, a new by-word*8 come out — 
Youll hear it wherever you wander about : 
Ask a friend for to lend you two dollars or three, 
And the answer he'll give you it surely will be— 
"Just wait till you get it, 

"Wait till you get it ; 
And if you don't get it, 
Just wait till you do I" 

Election-time coming, a candidate runs 
Tc the stump, which he mounts, firing off his big guns; 
'Mong the boys of the ward his money he'll spend free, 
Saying, " I must have the oflBce" — the answer will be— r 
" Just wfiit till you get it, 

Wait till you get it; 
Ajid if you don't get it, 
Just wait till you do I" 

A fellow get's drafted — ^he vows it's too much ; 
He ain't got "three hundred" — goes in for a crutch, 
Saying, " I must have exemption, you see that I'm lame ;" 
But the keen provost-marshal is up to his game, 
And says, " Wait till you get it. 

Wait till you get it; 
And if you don't get it. 
Just wait till you do I" 

A fancy policeman, that stands in Broadway, 
Escorts a young lady across so au fait; 
Then he tips heria wink — "What's your number, my dear 7" 
But she gives him a smile, as she says, ** Sir, I fear 
You must wait till you get it, 

Wait till you get it ; 
Ajid if you don't get it^ 
Just wait till you dot" 
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A fellow Ai policy goes it quite strong, 
Id hopes a big hit will some time come along; 
Spends all Lis spare change, till be cleans himself out, 
*Cause the m&n with the slips sajs, '* You'll hit 'em, no doubt : 
Only wait till you get it, 

Wait till you get it ; 
And if you don't get it, 
Just waie till you do I" 

A lover sits courting the girl he adores ; 
In the room OTerhead them the "old people" snores; 
He asks for to d\aa her — she says, " No, you shaut 
I aiu't gomg to let you — I know what you want: 
But wait till you get it, 
Wait till you get it ; 
And if you don't get it, 
Just wait till you do I" 



FOLKS I DOWT OABE TO MEET. 

As sung by Toirr Pabtok. 

Aift— ''All Mankind are Birds.'' 



In ray journey through life, many people I « 
Some I like, some with whom I can never agree ; 
Some gen'rous and kind, and some proud of their pelf. 
Caring nothing for others, but wrapped up in " self." 
I'^« often observed, in my walks through the town. 
These queer sort of people, and noted then: do^n : 
So, ladies and gents, as my list is complete, 
I'll tell you the people 1 don't like to meet. 

I don't care to meet, when I go to the play, 
A stupid young man, who's got nothing to say; 
Who lisps, when I say that the music's divine— 
"He thinks that — aw— dancing is more in his Hie." 
Through his opera-glass he does nothing but stare ; 
Hands his lady her shawl with the grace of a bear; 
Then )ights his cigar ere he gets in the street — 
Oh, these are the people I don't like to meet I 
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THE BATTLE OF THE GAMECOCKS. f 

I don't CKre to meet with those ajijed young jprls 
Who ought to wear caps, though they' come out in curls; 
"Who screw up their waists till they're ready to faint, 
And "ma^e up" with "just a sensation" of paint; 
Who, if youVe just civil, themselves half-propose, 
Then turn very red (at the tip of the nose) ; 
Call their sisters " the children," and hope you're discreet. 
Now theeo old young ladies I don't like to meet 

I don't like to meet with a boarding-school miss 

Who thinks that it's "slow" her own brother to kiss; 

A forward young lady, just entered her teens, 

Who talks without knowing one-half what she means ; 

Who wearu a red petticoat, saying it suits 

The weather, but meaning her ankle and boots ; 

That gets pretty well chaffed by the boys in the street— 

Now these are the people I don't like to meet 

I don't care to meet with a plotting mamma 
With daughters to marry, though many there are; 
I don't care to meet an old maid who'll insist 
On quadrilles breaking up, for the sake of her whist ; 
I don't care to meet, though my list's partly done. 
With those who are shocked at a pure bit of fun — 
Which is all that I mean while I venture to treat 
Of a few of the people I don't care to meetw 



THE BATTLE OF THE OAME000Z3. 
4ii snng, with uproarious applause, by Tomt Pastob. 

Two gamecocks lived at Hoboken — 

One black, the other brown ; 
They both loved a little white hen. 

With feathers all of down. 
So every morning to her roost 

These rivals went to woo, 
And roused her from her pleasAnt dreams, 

With a "Ck)ck-a-doodle-dool ' 
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Chorus — Doodle-doo, doodle-doo — 

With a oock-a-doodie-dbol 

Little hens love little cocks, 

Because they're bold and tough ; 
But for one tender little hen 

One cock is quite enough : 
So, though she liked the brown cock's shape, 

His manners, a ad his hue, 
The black cock was her favorite, 

With his cock-a-doodle-doo I 

Doodle-doo, etc 

No wonder that the black cock 

And the brown cock used to fight ; 
Miss Hen looked black at the brown cock, 

Though she was lily white. 
At last, the jealous brown cock cried — 

" Black cock, I challenge you 
To battle, for the white hen — 

Death, or cock-a-doodle-doo!" 

Doodle-doo, etc. 

. The black oock and the brown cock met, 
The white hen Bto(^ to view ; 
The rival cocks fought furiously. 

And out their feathers flew : 
They pecked and spurred, and spurred and pecked. 

And blood like butchers drew — 
Till the brown cock killed the black cock. 
And crowed, •' Oock-a-doodle-doo !" 
Doodle-doo, etc 

The victpT brown cock sought his prise, 

The white and pretty hen — 
And saw her with a dunghill oock 

A-running off just then : 
He lost his prize, so bravelv won 

Too wounded to pursue. 
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And died — ^while loud the dunghill cock 
Crowed, " Cock-a-doodle-doo I" 

Doodle-doo, etc. 

Now, cocks and hena, remember, 

When you together flock, 
(For every cock will have his hen, 

And every hen her cock). 
If peaceful hens join fighting cocks, 

Divisions will ensue ; 
So match your tempers when you wed, 

And— cock-a-doodle-doo I 

Doodle-doo, eta 



THB WAT THB JLJETEI GOES. 
As Bung hy Toirr Pabtok. 
''BeaBrick." 



In every passing scene of life. 
With pleasure or with sorrow rife. 
No matter what the case may be, 
The dollars still you'll want to see. 
As schoolboy first, who homeward hies, 
You spend your pence in cakes and pies, 
On hoops or peg-tops, arrows, bows — 
And that's the way the money goes. 

Chorus — Skiddi my dig, etc 

Then childish toys are cast aside. 
And you resolve to take a bride : 
You ** pop the question" to some fair. 
And then for keeping house prepare^ 
Of goods you order not a few. 
With tables, tubs, a child's chair too. 
And small et cfteras such as those — 
And that's the way the money goes. 

Skiddi my dig, etc 
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Now older but not wiser grown, 
You find a married life is prone 
To drain your coffers, mar your peace— 
Kxpences eyery day increase; 
You try in vain your wife to please, 
Pay servants, nurses, doctors* fees; 
Buy cordials, dresses, baby-dothes — 
And that's the way the money goes. 

Skiddi my dig, eta 

Tour wife's forever gadding out 

To concert, opera, ball, or rout; 

And when you ever hint of blame, 

She tells you others do the same. 

Your daughters, too, who're growing up. 

Invite a host of friends to sup; 

You treat their friends and feast their beaux, 

And that's the way the money goes. 

Skiddi my dig, etc. 

You speculate for worldly gain. 
And try a fortune to obtain ; 
Buy shares in each attractive scheme, 
Of fame and wealth and honor dream ; 
Some bank— quite safe — ^attention claims, 
You calculate a world of gains ; 
But, ere a year, the shutters close— 
And that'a the way the money goes. 

Skiddi my dig, etc. 

You're just enjoying life — and when Death 
Comes in and rooi* you of your breath, 
You've spent in toil, a whole life through. 
To save of dollars not a few : 
Then all the cash, so hardly got, 
Qoes to some rakish, drunken sot. 
As soon as you have " cocked your toes" — 
And that's the way the money goes. 

Skiddi my dig, etc. 
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THE WATOHHAEES'B BOKa 

Ab song hy Tout Pastok. 

Art — **Derr7 dowB.* 

A BIT of a soDg I'm going to sing, 
And from it I hope some amusement will spring, 
A song's like a docky as youUl find by my rhyme— 
The maker and singer should always keep time. 
Chorus — ^Derry down, eto. 

ril wind up my thoughts, since IVe found out the ke^ : 
The watchmaker*8 pension my main-spring will be — 
A society based upon Amity's rock, 
"Whose hands by their works plainly show what's o'dock, 
Derry down, etc. 

The cTiain of my argument does not end there: 
In Charity's cause fiiey're ne'er out of repair ; 
Their hearts' regulator relieves every case — 
EnameUed is Charity on every face, 

Derry down, etc. 

The poor and the aged they struggle to save, 
Whom the finisher calls to the verge of th<» grave, 
And as Ufe's penduhim ceases to beat, 
Endeavor Adversity's frowns to defeat 

Derry down, eta 

Afl we aO by Old Time should be called before long, 
The better for us if we never go wrong ; 
If our m4>vementb are right, a reward we shall meet, 
And Fate to our pleasure will strike a repeat 
Derry down, etc 

My song is not polished nor engine-tumed^l 
Only nope what I've said may be found to apply: 
May all you go like dock-work through life's troublea sea. 
And I hope all your wives capped and jewelled may be I 
Derry down, etc. 
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U TBI PBKSS, PEN, AHD DTK. 

THE PSESS, FEITi ASJ) IKK. 
As sang by Toxr Pabiob. 
*The Grombling Wife." 



Of all the inyentions the aocieDts e'er made, 

That we moderns coDtinue iu use, 
There is none that a par;t so important has played, 

As the one that we owe to a goose: 
For a goose gave the quill that supplied the first pen— 

It must have been harmless, I think, 
Till some later professor, unfriendly to men. 
Added gall to the primitive ink. 

Pen and ink — ^pen and ink 1 
Oh, ever since then it's been shocking to think 
What mischief's been made by the pen and the ink. 

Pen and ink I only think how the lawyers oft trade 

On a name at the end of a will I 
Or would you but see how things pleasant are made, 

Put your own ai the back of a biU: 
The thing's often done, just to serve a dear friend — 

It's an easy affair, you may think ; » 
" What's the loan of a name ?" You'll find ou^ in the end, 
If you lend it in plain pen and ink. 
Pen and ink — pen and ink ! 
To read and to write life's first aim is, some think ; 
But how many lament they e'er touched pen and ink I 

Pen and ink once I used to the girl of my heart, 

And in writing implored her to say 
When convenient 'twould be from her home to depart; 

So in plain black and white " name the day." 
I thought she'd a fortune, and anxiously hoped 

In my pocket to lodge all her chink : 
She hadn't a penny — she would have eloped ; 

* Breach of promise" — all through pen and ink ! 

Pen and ink — pen and ink 1 [think : 

You may say what you like, but don't write what yon 
And when you're in love, never use pen and ink. 
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Stillf blessed be forever the pen and the ink. 

For the many delights we've enjoyed I — 
In themselves not the cause of the trouble, I think. 

But the way they're often employed. 
The mind that is noble will stain not the pa^ 

That is sacred to Liberty's cause; 
But — the highest of boons — pen and ink ^ ill engage 
In defence of our country and laws. 
Pen and ink — pen and ink 1 
In spite of what all foreign nations may th'nk. 
Here's success to our press — ^to the pun and the inkl 



THE 8TEEET8 OF ITE^ TOEE. . 
An Original Ekmg. 
Written and Bung by Toki ?astok. 
Ant— Orig:inaL 

All you who've been aroui.d the town, 

Or travelled through the oity, 
Just list to what I've noted^own, 

J^d strung into my ditty. 
Perhaps you've never thought of what 

I've got in my narration — 
How every street is fitted for 

A certain occupation. 

Chorus — Oh, yes, we know — 

For, as you travel through the town, 
You'U find it so. 

The Buichers live in Market street. 

The Boatmen in Canal street; 
The Masons live in Stojue street, 

Ajid the Builders live in TV^ str» # . 
The ffaUers live in Beaver street, 

The JeweUers in Gold, sirs ; 
The Virgins live in Maiden Lane- 

At least 80 Pve been told, sin. 
Oh, yes eta 
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Attorney street and Sfierif street 

Suit Lawyers to a T, sirs ; 
And as for blind men^ they of course 

Must live in Avenue (7, sirs. 
FruU-dedUrs live in Orchard street, 

In Reade street the School-teackera 
There's Ley street for the Doctors, 

And there's Chvrch street for the Preachers 
Oh, yes, eta 

The Carpenters in Pms street live. 

In Cedar and in Oakf sirs ; 
While Barik street, yes, and Bond street, too. 

Exactly suit the Brokers. 
"fn Carmine street the Painiers live. 

Street-sweepers live in Broome^ sirs; 
While those who deal in crockery-ware 

In Chambers street have room, sirs. 
Oh, yes, etc. 

Secessionists and Darkeys^ too. 

In /Sbwi^ street may agree, sirs; 
But for good Unionrmen to Uve, • 

The street is Liberty^ sirs I 
For those who're fond of Royalty^ 

There's King, and Prince beside, sira, 
But in the street called Washington 

The Patriots reside, sirs. 

Oh, yes, eta 

Now those who're fond of singing hymm^ 

Of course will live in Watts street; 
The Old Maids live in Cross street^ 

And the Lovers live in Mott street; 
The Sailors live in Water street — 

You know that that's a clean street— 
While Young Men from the country 

They are sure to live in Greene street 
Oh, yes, eta 
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THE DABK QIBL D&ESSED IS BLUE. 
Ab sang hy Tokt Pabtob. 

Fboic a village up the Uudson 

To New York here I came, 
To see the park called Central, 

And all places of great fame : 
But what I've suffered since I came, 

I now will tell to you — 
How I lost my heart and senses too, 

Through a dark girrdressed in blue. 

Chorus — She was a fine girl — 

Fol de riddle I do, ete. 

*Twas on a Friday morning, 

The first day of August — 
When of that day I ever think, 

My heart feels ready to bust 1 
I jumped into a Broadway stage, 

Tlie Central Park going to; 
On a seat by the right-hand side of the door 

SaCa dark girl dressed in blue. 

She was, eta 

Now, we hadn't gone on very far, 

When the lady looked so strange ; 
The driver knocked down for his fare — 

Says she, " I have no change^ 
Tve only a ten-dollar bill ; 

Oh, dear I what shall I do?" 
Said I, " Allow me to pay." — " Oh, thank you, sir," 

Says the dark girl dressed in blue. 
She was, etc 

We chatted and talked, as we onward walked, 

About one thing or the other; 
She asked me, too (oh, wasn't it kind ?) 

If I had a father or a mother. 
2* 
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Says I, "Tea, and a grandmother too; 

But pray, miss, what are you ?" 
"Oh, I'm chief^ngineer in a raiiiiner*8 shop," 

Says the dark girl dressed in blue. 

She was, etc. 

We walked about for an hour or two, 

Through the park, "both near and far; 
Then to a large hotel we went — 

I stepped up to the bar: 
She slipped in my hand a ten-dollar bill — 

I said, *' What are you going to do?" 
"Oh, don't think it strange, I must have change," 

Said the dark girl dressed in blue. 

She was, etc. 

We had some slight refreshments, 

And I handed out the bill; 
The barkeeper counted out the change, 

And the bill dropped in the till: 
*Twas in currency and silver change — 

There was a three-cent piece or two ; 
So I rolled it up, and gave it to 

The dark girl dressed in blue. 

She was, eta 

She thanked me, and said, " I must away- 
Farewell, till next we meet ; 

For on urgent business I must go 
To the store in Hudson street" 

She quickly glided from my sight, 
And soon was lost to view : 

I turD<^d to leave — when by my side 
Stood a tall man dressed in blue 1 

She was, eta 

This tall man said, " Excuse me, sir, 
Vm one of the * special force ;' / 

That bill was bad — please come with me"^' 
I had to go, of course. 
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Said I, '* For a lady I obtaiDed ihe change ;*' 

Says he, "Are you tellinj? me true? — 
What'a her name ?" Says I, ** I don't know, 

She was a dark girl dressed in blue." 
She was, etc. 

My story they believed — thought I was deceiyed, 

But said I must hand back the cash; 
I thought 'twas a sin, as I gave her the tin — 

Away went ten dollars smash 1 
So, all young men, take my advice, 

Be careful what you do. 
When you make the acquaintance of ladies strange* 

Rspecially a dark girl dressed in blue. 
She was, eto 



YOUUa If AH FEOM THE OOUHTET. 

A Hew Versioii. 

Ab Bang by Tony Pastob. 

Tm a young man from the country, 

Prom Schenectady I came ; 
A free and easy fellow — 

There's no need to tell my name. 
I know my way about, a bit — 

With both eyes can I see ; 
I*m a young man from the country. 

But you don't get over me 1 

[i2epea&] I'm a young man, etc. 

I hailed a coach down at the Park, 

For to take me up-town ; 
I went as far as Union Square, 

And there he put me down. 
Says I, " Now, mister, what's your fare ?** 

" Five dollars, sir," says he ; 
Says I, **I*m from the country. 

But you don't * five-dollar* met" 
I'm a young man, eta 
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SO TOUNO KAN FEOJC THE COUNTBT. 

I went out to the Fashion Course— 

I wished to see tlie race ; 
I found a crowd of sharpers there, 

Collected in the place. 
"I'Ulay you odds," says one, "and lay 

The stakes with Captain B ." 

Says I, " I'm from the country. 

But you don't *taptain' mel'* 

I'm a youug man, etc. 

I took a walk about the course, 

There all the fun to view : 
They were playing various liitle games. 

And three-card morUe^ too. 
A. thimble-rigger wished to bet 

I could find "the pea;" 
Bays I, " I'm from the country, 

But you don't * thimble* me !" 

I'm a young man, etc. 

I visited a billiard-room, 

But felt inclined to walk 
When my opponent from his pocket 

Pulled out a piece of chalk: 
He let me win two quarter-games — > 

"Play for a V," says he; 
Says I, "I'm from the country. 

But you don't * perform' on meP* 

I'm a young man, eta 

You'll think I'm fond of ainging — 

The charge, I own, is true: 
Who would not be delighted 

To amuse such friends as you? 
But when I come to sing a song, 

Tou shout for two or three; 
Pm a young man from the country. 

But you don't get over me ! 

I'm a young man, etc 
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HOW DO TOU THINK IT WILL LOOK? 21 

HOW DO TOU THINK IT WILL LOOK? 
As rang by Toht Pastor. 
-" WharU you take to drink T 



It*8 a comical wovldf youll allow — 

Appearances goveru us quite : 
We often do wrong when, somehow, 

We feel quite a^med to do right 
The reason ^tis easy to name^ 

We ridicule never can brook : 
Whatever we do, we exclaim — 

" How do you think it will look?" 

" The World and his wife," every year, 

To the sea-side of course they must go 
Apartments confoundedly dear, 

And trade it has been very slow : 
If o matter— her end to attain. 

Says dear Mrs. Jones — with a look — 
** If we were in town to remain, 

How do* you think it would look?" 

If Brown to the opera goes. 

Can Jones only go to the play ? 
** I think we're as good, love, as those 

Stuck-up Browns who live over the way 
They may have got orders, no doubt, 

But a private box now you must book: 
If we meet anywhere when we're out, 

How do you think it will look?" 

The Robinson girls had set up 

That duck of a dear Spanish hat: 
For the Joneses how bitter the cup, 

Because both their noses were tiatl 
No matter — the very next day 

The Joneses their bonnets forsook, 
For aU their papa said his say, 

And — "How do you think it will look?" 
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22 THE WHITES, THE BBOWNS, AND THE GREENS. 

The Robinson girls both had beaux; 

The Joneses, who were very plain, 
At them would have turned up their no oo 

They tried, but the effort was vain; 
So envious were they, that when 

At church you could read in each look — 
"If we were to flirt with the men, 

How do you think it would look ?" 



THE WHITES, THE BSOWHS, AHD THE aBEEHS. 

Encore Verges to "How do yon think it will look?" 

As Bnng by Tont Pastob. 

The Whites, who resided next door 

To the Joneses, had managed to match 
Their daughter, a twelvemonth before, 

To a man who was thought quite a catch. 
Miss Jones nearly fainted with spleen, 

As her view of the matter she took : 
" What ! married ? — and scarce ■eventeen » 

Oh, how do you think it will look?" 

The Smiths, having plenty of cash. 

Were liberal, too, in their way — 
And so, without making a dash. 

Could afford what it pleased them to payi 
But when to the Joneses came round 

Mr. Choker, presenting his book. 
Of course must the dollars be found. 

Or—" How do you think it will look ?" 

The Greens had "a carriage and pair;" 

The Joneses, who'd often to walk, 
They called it a shabby affair. 

And of starting their buggy would talk : - 
They hired one oft for a day. 

And lessons in riding they took — 
But only that people might say, 

" Well, how do you think it will look ?*• 
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OH, HOW I LOTS THE LADIES I S3 

The Whites and the Browns and the Greeca 

Are flush, both in paper and cash ; 
While the Joneses, forgetting their means, 

Are bankrupt, and bursted to smash 1 
A diyiflend, shabby and small, 

They paid, when they brought them to book ; 
But the worst of it was, after all — 

"ifoto do you think it will lookf^ 



OH, HOW I LOVE THE LADIES I 

Ab sung by Tout Pastok. 

Aiap-**Th« Poacheri.'» 

Oh, how I love the ladies* sweet rosy lips to buss I 

Of that I ne'er afraid is, although they make a fuss; 

The girls who roam about at night, I'd have you all take 

care. 
For it's my delight .on a shiny night to kiss the charming 

fair. 

My father and my mother have both been scolding I, 
And making such a bother acause I am so sly ; 
It's all acause the other night young Kitty's cap did tear, 
For it's my delight of a shiny night to Idss the charming 
fair. 

Our Roger is quite surly, and gives me many a look; 
He makes a hurly-burly acause I kissed the cook — 
I did it right afore his face — ^Lord, how the chap did stare I 
For it's my delight of a shiny night to kiss the charming 
fair. 

I puts all topsy-bottom, the servants in a fright; 
m tell you where I got 'em and teased 'em t'other night— 
I got 'em in the dairy tight, and tickled 'em everywhere, 
For it's my delight of a shuiy night to kiss tha chamuig 
tair. 
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lA THE SPITFIRB JOUBNAL. 

The folks call I Don Juan, acause Fm fond of fun ; 
They says I want to ruin their daughters every one : 
But, Lord, I want to do no wroDg, although I do declare 
It's my delight of a shiny night to kiss the charming fair. 

Then Heaven bless the fair ones, the umpires of our bliss ! 
Old Nick take him who dares once to steal aught but a ki»*8 1 
Success to every lady bright whose lips gay smiles do wear! 
Oh, it's my delight of a shiny night to kiss the charming 
fair! 



THE 8PITFIEE JOUEITALi 
Oti Btartbg a Hewspaper under DiffioaltlM. 
A6 sung by Toht Pastob. 
AiBr-'' King of the Cannibal Islands.'' 

Tll try and convey now, in my song, 
How a fortune I lost, and suffered wrong — 
I've cause to fill up the agony strong — 

Through starting the " Spitfire Journal^ 
A fond aunt left me, by her will, 
A moderate fortune— lands to till ; 
But I loved literature — was fond of the quill, 
And I thought I'd witch the world with ray skill: 
I'd no need by toil a living to seek. 
That quality in me I fear wasn't weak. 
The cacodhes scribendi—jxxst pardon the Greek — 
Has the man that edits the journal 
Clwrus. 
Pity me, pity me — oh, oh, oh I 
Life has its various phases of woe. 
But the greatest of all a mortal may know, 
Is to edit a Spitfire JburnaL 

I fixed, I thought, on a capital town — 
A title as well, for to do the th4ng brown; 
Tlien posted the walls with bill? up and d^wn — 

*'LOOK OUT KOa, THB SPITFiaE JoDRJiALr* 
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THE 8P1TFIBE JOUBMAL. 

A column 1 had for " original rhymes,** 
One for "reviews," another for "crimes;" 
" Our own correspondent" in all parts and climes' • 
Thinks I, "There's no doubt I'll keep up to the ti'-^ee 
A first-born is joy to a king or a prince, 
At my Number One I as much did evince; 
It sold like hot cakes — it has never done since 1 • 
Still-bom was the Spitfire Journal 
Pity me, etc. 

By day I was teased, flabbergasted, and crossed; 
And if I in sleep at night would be lost, 
I in my own blankets was pretty well tossed 
On the sheets of the Spitfire JoumaL 
I went out, at last, in hourly dread. 
For threats were held, and queer things said ; 
I never knew, when I went to bed, 
If I shouldn't wake up and find myself dead ' 
And out of doors if I chanced to jog. 
Two loaded revolvers I carried incog.j 
A pair of slung-shots, and a big bull-dog 
As Bub-editor of the JourncU. 
Pity me, etc. 

I oft walked miles with aching feet, 
Reporting meetings for my sheet, 
Resolved no rivalry should beat 

Or match the Spitfire Journal 
The speeches — perhaps of fourth-rate class — 
I sat up all night, and tried, alas 1 
To make them sense, that they might pass — 
For which I was called a fool and ass ! 
I was a stout-built fellow then. 
And weighed, I think, two hundred and ten . 
But now I'm as fat as my own steel pen, 
And»weak as — tho Spitfire Journai! 
Pity me, pity me — oh, oh, oh I 
Life has its various phases of woe ; 
But the greatest of all a mortal may know, 
la to edit a Spitfire Journal! 
3 
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St AK XDITOB S MTFWRTM. 

AH EDITOK'S MISEBIES. 
Sequel to " The Spitfire Journal'' 
As sung by Tony Pastor. 
"Worse and worse, and worse than worse 
My paper got — ^it seemed a curse, 
And drew its slow length like a hearse — 

Few noticed the ^itfire JoumaL 
My political leaders were " red hot," 
All blood and blue fire, but going to pot; 
I*d the " nigger question" down to a dot- 
Yet, spite of all, I sale had not 
Thinks I, " Some other plan V\l try: 
m turn and give myself the lie ! 
The Herald oft does so— why not I, 
To rescue the Spitfire Joumaif* 

I deemed this was a*glorious thought, 

Into effect I had it brought; 

A bit at first — the bait had caught — 

All right for the Spitfire Jowmai t 

Next morning all the town might see 

This flaming notice, fierce and free : 

" Instead of Abolttionistj we 

Shall an , unflinching Copperhead be'l" 
This ruse I thought would be a gem, 
But my few subscribers did condemn, 
And so by this I lost e'en themr— 

They threw up the Spitfire Jowmai. 

Now small and smaller got my purse ; 

The paper seemed to be a curse : 

Like Macbeth, it had now grown worse — 
And hopeless the SpHfirt JowmaL 

I found myself beyond all aid; 

At last, so thriving was my trade, 

I had but four — who never paidl — 

So fast I saw my readers fade. 
At length, Fate did the matter crown — 
My fortune's gone, Vm. " done up brown,* 
For they've hunted me clean out of the town 1 
So ended the Spitfire JowmaL 
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MAN UTD MONBT EBADT. 2> 

MAH AKD MONET BEADT. 
Written and song by Toirr Pabvob. 
-"Bob and Joan." 



Old England, long ago. 

Once took a foolish notion, 
"With taxes to lay low 

Her son across the ocean ; 
But Jonathan uprose, 

With hope and courage steady— 
And when it came to blows, 

He'd man and money ready. 

Chorw — ^Tural looral, eto 

Our liberty we gained^ 

Which Johnny Bull, not liking, 
He soon at New Orleans 

Another blow was striking; 
But Jackson he went in — 

" Old Hickory" — true and steady^ 
Crying, " May the best man win 1 — 

We've man and money ready 1" 

Tural looral, etc. 

When Britons made the boast 

Their yachts were fastest-sailing, 
We sent them one across. 

Which g^ye them all a whaling. 
Says Sam, ** Til plank my tin 

Mj vessel's staunch and steadj ; 
So may the best man win ! — 

Tve man and money ready." 

Tural looral, eta 

When each Southern traitor-son 
Baised the standard of Secession, 

And — seventy to one— 
Of Fort Sumter to^k possession, 
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M ▲ TRikOEDT IN TENTH AyXNUa. 

Buchanan he " caved in," 
That imhecile unsteady; 

The game ne'er tried to win — 
Old Jeems he wasn't ready I 

Tural looral, etc. 

But soon the nation rose, 

To uphold our Starry Banner: 
WeVe beat the rebel foes 

From Vicksburg to Louisiana I 
And now they're caving in, 

Their cause it grows unsteady , 
For Uncle Sam must win — 

He has man and money ready ! 

Tural looral, etc 
« # 

There's England, France, and Spain, 

All Europe's whole caboodle, 
They'd like to crush again 

Our little Yankee Doodle; 
But let them all come on — 

They'll find us tough and steady 
We'll meet them eviery one. 

With man and money ready 1 

Tural looral, etc. 



A TBAaEDT IH TENTH AVENUE. 
Af imig by Tokt Pastob. 

I WAS promenading out, one lovely morn 

In the middle of July, 
Admiring all the pretty dears. 

As they went passing by— 
When 1 saw, oh, such a dear little ducl( 1 

A thrill my frame went througli. 
As she swept tJie pave with a muslin dress, 

Qoing down Tenth Avenue. 
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▲ nueiDT IK TENTH ▲TXNUB. It 

Chorus — Going down Tenth Avenue, 
Gk)iDg down Tetith Avenue ; 
Now, young men, when you're out, 
Just mind what you're about. 

With the gals in Tenth Avenue^ 

Aa I passed by, she looked so shy ! — 

Says I, " Miss, is your name Jones ?" 
Says she, like a saint, "Well, no^ it ain't," 

In oh, such lovely tones ! 
Says she, with a wink, **It'8 no such thmg — 

My name I'll tell to you: 
It'a Maria Stout, and I live out, 

Up in Tenth Avenue." 

Up in Tenth Avenue, etc. 

As on we talked, we sighed, and talked 

About love and things divine ; 
My heart with passion swelled right up — 

I asked her to be mine. 
Says she, " They don't let lovers 

In the house ; but as for you. 
You may come to-night, and I'll make it all righ^ 

Up in Tenth Avenue." 

Up in Tenth Avenue, etc 

I was there in a crack — I got over the back, 

Because, all the doors were shut: 
And to reach my love, who was looking out above, 

I got on the water-butt — 
When, to my dismay, the lid gave way I 

I quickly tumbled through; 
And soon I found I was half-drowned, 

Up in Tenth Avenue. 

Up in Tenth Avenue. 

Poor Maila with fright she screamed outrighL 

And loud for help did shout; [gown, 

When an old chap came down in a flannel dressing- 
And kindly pulled me out: 

8* 
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so THC LTTEBABT LOAFEB. 

Aud, from what he said, I felt afraid 

He meant to put me through; 
And my fears increased when he called "Police I" 

Up in Tenth Avenua 

Up in Tenth Avenue, eta 

He let me go« and I wasn't slow 

In bolting from the spot; 
Across the wall I had a fall — 

By Jove, I had it hot ! 
But the gal I never saw no more-^ 

She a horrid deed did do: 
Oh, she hung herself to a barber's pole^ 

Up in Tenth Avenue t 

Up In Tenth Avenue, eta 



THE LTTEBABT LOAFEB. 

As sang by Toirr Pastos. 

• AiB—** The Album." 

Bill Shakspeare says, " WoVs in a name V* 

And you all know yourselves, sirs, 
There's many a man of humble fame 

Lies dusty ou the shelves, sirs. 
Now list, and tell me, am I not 

Our city's great adoruer? 
For wot's a town, without it's got 
A bummer on the comer? 
Chorus, 
So, if at me you'd have a sight 

(It's true, upon my honorX 
Youll see me any day or night— 
The bummer on the comer ! 

Although myself I say it, I 

Low language never caught up ; 

Of vulgar loafers I fought shy — 
I wasn't dragged but brought up I 
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THK UTERABT LOAFXR. tt 

To study Greek my buzzum burDed, 

So to college I was sent there; 
And I know'd as mach when I returned, 

As I did afofe I went there! 

So, if at me, eta 

Election-times I am around, 

And goes in strong and hearty — 
Because, you see, I'm always found 

With the biggest-paying party. 
I votes as often as I can — 

As often as they pays me ; 
'Cause I'm an independent man. 

And the candidates all praise me I 

So^ if at me, eta 

At our last-meeting night, my powers 

Were taxed very freely ; 
I spoke for nearly eleven hours, 

Pitching into Horace Greeley: 
I didn't like my.speeches cut. 

Or — ^by many I've been told — it 
Would have been in all the papers, but 

There wasn't one would bold it I 

So, if at me, etc 

To see my library's a treat 1 
I've a "Hoss-Book," writ by Rarey ; 

The "Pirate's Calendar" complete. 
And the "Thieves' Vocabulary." 

I see you're all struck with surprise- 
It shows my brain's not muddy; 

I've quite wore out two pair of eyes, 
Vm Boch a chap to study I 

So, if at me, eta 

But now the summer's going past, 

The winter it's a-ooming ; 
My dothes, I find, are wearing fiist^ 

Cold weather's bad for bumming. 
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tl HODERN lNyElinON& 

But I*m preparod for every change; 

If here a plaoe I lack — well, 
Tve got a winter residence 

Up at the "Isle de BlackwelL" 

So, if at me, etc; 



MODEBlSr IHVENTIOVS. 

As song by Tony Pasiob. 

Am— "Deny down." 

Op all jorta of times, if to search youVe inclined, 
YouUl Jnd none like the present one, time out of mind- 
When weVe patents for aill things, the great and the mean, 
From a beer-barrel cock to a sausage-machine. 

Chorua' — Derry down, etc. 

Patent " peg-tops" weVe got, but the deuce why prepart 

'em. 
Unless they're contrived so that ladies can wear 'em ? 
Patent combs for your good men who lead single lives. 
For married men get their heads combed by their wives. 

Derry down, etc. 

Patent razor-strops next will take out the worst flaw— 
A tine recipe for the conscience of lav ; 
But if conscience and beards were all equally small, 
A lawyer would never want shaving at all. 

Derry down, etc. 

Some doctors have patents, and some do without, 
And swear that the world can't their secret find out; 
But I fancy that curing's the secret at stake, 
Since we all know of killing no secret they make. 

Derry down, etc. 

Patent coffins they shut down so firm and so stout 
When you're in, that Old Nick himself can't get you out 
Says a miser, " A better thing never was planned ; 
And I vow, when I die, I'll buy one second-hand I ** 

Derry down, etc 
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ALL THE WORLD AEE ilSHUK}. 3S 

WeVe a patent spring^mattress in each patent bed, 
And patent divorces for folks that are wed; 
Patent jumpers for babies that's learning to creep, 
And we've got patent cradles tQ^rock 'em to sleep. 

Deny down^ eta 

Patent rifles and cannon are now to be had ; 
We've got patent ** monitors," too, iron-clad, 
With " Swamp-angels," Greek fire, patent mortar and shell 

If a foreign foe comes here, we'll blow *em to thunder I 

Derrj down, eta 



ALL THE WOBLD AKE FISHIHa. 
Ah sang hj ToMT Pastob. 

The world's an ocean, in which all men fish ; 

They catch what tbej can, and they keep what they get: 
The lawyer, in general, gets a large dish. 

For every thing's fish that cornea into his net. 

Cfiorua — ^Fishermen all, tol de rol lol, eta 

The ladies, all lovely from the head to the heels, 
Catch lovers by dozens, as children catch flies ; 

But there's no catching them, for they're as slippery as eels, 
While they angle away, and all bait with their eyes. 
Fishermen all, eta 

The poet, for feme and for food, often scrolls ; 

The doctors, for fortune, their lines out will fling; 
Tis the care of the parson to angle for sole.% 

And he baits with a sermon to hook a big thing. 
Fishermen all, eta 

The wise politician to mend matters wishes. 

And pro bonoptiblicOf offers his pelf; 
But he's only watching the loaves and the fishes — 

To sllove others out, and to got in himself 1 
Fishermen all, eta 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



S4 THB AGS OP DBiNEnre. 

THE kOB OF DBIHKIHa. 

** What are yon going to stand 7" 

As song hj ToHT Pabtob. 

Am— "Nice Tonng G«L" 

Queer sayings are now all the go— 

You cannot say I*m wrong; 
But here is one, I*d have you know, 
Tve worked up in a song. 

Where'er I go— in every street — 

Vm shook, sirs, by the hand; 
No matter who it is I meet, 

It's " Come, what are you going to stand f 

This mom I went to get some cash, 

To "go it" I did intend; 
Resolv^ I was to cut a dash. 

When I met with an old friend. 
I told him of the errand I'd been, 

He shook me by the hand : 
"Tm glad to hear it, old boy,'* says he— 

"dome, what are you going to stand? 

Says I, " I doesn't mind a drop— 

My spirits it will rouse ;" 
So ofif.we toddled to a shop, 

Quite near to Astor's house. 
Inside a lot oeg^n to shout, 

As if it had been planned — 
" But it is not oft we catch you out ! 

dome, what are you going to stand f 

My expenses amounted to a dollar, 

My cash was growing shorter ; 
The liquor now down they did swallow. 

As though it had been water. 
Just then a gal my arm did pinch — 

(Her hide I could have tanned I) 
Says. she, " For old acquaintance* sake, 

dome, wl^at are you going to stand?** 



D git zed by Google 



TflB OREEN-ETaD LOBSTBB JXAL0D8T. tf 

"Egad!" thinks I, "this will not do,** 

&) I bolted from the lot — 
But ran against a man I knew, 

Ere a hundred jards I got 
I told him of the set I left-— 

Says he, "I understand: 
Now, since youVe escaped from such a crew 

Gome, what are ygu going to stand?" 

My song I will conclude with this — 

And you*ll agree, I think : 
That this, my friends, is quite the age 

Of intellect — for drink I 
So, if I ever meet you out, 

ril seize you by the hand. 
And oh, won*t I set up a shout 

Of— "What are you going to stand?** 



THE aBEEir-ETED L0B8TEB JEALOUSY. 

Aa Boiif by ToHT Pabtob. 

Ais— ** John Jones was a Farmer." 

lis. Jones was a sailor, and naught of an orator; 
He was purser on board of an iron-clad Monitor — 
So oft been to sea, that he well knew the track again 
From here to the Gulf— yes, and all the way back again: 
But, anchored on shore, with a wife young and beautiful, 
Whose heart to the brim up was with love and duty full, 
Too could not in New York a more happy fellow see, 
•Till by Madam Fate made unhappy by jealousy. 

Chorus— 'Tol de rol lo], eta 

A gent, Mr. White, was a very grett bore to him ; 
He kept the first floor and the parlor next door to him: 
Ho tried to upset all tlieir love and their unity,^ 
By ogling the lady at each opportunitf. 
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S6 THE GBEEN-STED L0B8TEB JBALOUST. 

Lnd fair Mrs. Jones she, instead of her spuming it, 
Ne'er had an ogle but she was returning it ; 
So poor Mr. J., when he went to the alehouse, he 
Did not dare to stay long, on account of his jealousy. 

Tol de rol lol, etc ^ 

So bad got to worse : Mr. White went on teasing her, • 
Ogling and leering, and — ^when he could — squeezing her; 
"Whispering stuff which she took with urbanity— 
For, being a woman, it tickled her vanity. 
She was in fine silk and satins a-vaporing, 
While her poor husband was plodding and laboring; 
And, though he scorned to blubber or bellow, he 
Ck>uld get no sleep of a night through his jealousy. 

Tol de rol lol, etc. 

While Mr. /White's heart with desire was a-hankerin', 
Mr. J.*s felt as if his had canker in — 
Which, of course, gave him a deal of uneasiness 
Because of a day he could not mind his business. 
So he wrote him a letter, saying. ** Sir, you shall rue, b^* all 
The Powers above, if you mar love connubial! 
The world shall a worse scene than that in ' Othello' see; 
So, when we meet, mind — beware of my jealousy I" 

Tol de rol lol, eta 

Mrs. J., when she knew it, *gan crying and blubberin': 
He loved, and was not in a humor to snub her in ; 
So, kissing her — something about truth he uttered, 
And asked her " on which side her bread was buttered." 
Then seeking his rival, he, without much snarling, 
Kicked him all the way from the Battery to Harlem — 
Nearly half-killed him ; and neighbors there tell us he^ 
By kicking his rival, quite kicked out his jealousy 1 

Tol de rol lol, etc 

So, wives all, who wish to be happy in marriage^ 
Walk with a sober demeanor and carriage ; 
So you will find you will steer from all sappineM^ 
In connubiality making your happineaa 
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THE BBAL) PERFEOT OUBB. 31 

NeW let a stranger be making a jawing-room 
Of bed-room or kitchen, or parlor or drawing-room ; 
Tlien in your spouse you'll a most happy fellow see^ 
And prove that true love is much better than jeaJvfUsy. 
Tol de rol lol, eta 



THE BEAL, PEBFEOT OTJEE. 

Af song by Tout Pastob. 

Am— "The Chwe." 

Young Love he plays some funny tricks 

With us unlucky elves: 
So, gentlemen, I pray look out, 
And take car© of yourselves. 
For once I met a nice young maid, 

Looking so demure ; 
All at once to me she said, 
"You are a perfect Cure!" 
Chorus. 
A Ouret k Ouret a Curel a Curef 

Now isn't I a Cure? 
For here I go, my high-gee-wo — 
For I'm the perfect Cure. 

I wasted on her lots of cash, 

In hopes her love to share; 
With her I used to cut a dash, 

And all things went on square— 
Until I caught another chap, 

Who on his knees did woo her ; 
She cried, as be my face did slap, 

"Oh, give it to the Cure!" 

A Curel a Cure, eve 

[ was laid up for seven long months 

(Indeed, Tm not romancing), 
Which brought on Mr. St. Anthony's daiK>», 

That's wbv I keeps on dancing. 
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W A BBOTH OF A BOY IS O'SLABNIl 

One day a pleeceman called on me — 

I felt alarmed, be sure ; 
"Along with me come on," says he^ 

"For you're the perfect Cure.** 
A Cure I a Cure, eta 

He took me Tore the magistrate, 

And there stood faithless she: 
An artful tale she did relate, 

And laid the blame on me. 
The case created lots of fun 

At my expense, I'm sure ; 
Look out, or else you may be done 

Just like the perfect Cure. 

A Cure I a Cure, eta 



A BEOTH OP A BOY 18 O'BLAENET. 

A» sung by Tony Pastob. 

Ai&— "^Eate Kearney.*' 

Oh, have you not heard of O'Blarney, 
Who came all the way from Killamey? 

If you fear a black eye, 

Take warning and fly, 
For a broth of a boy is O'Blarney 1 

When the potheen (that's whiskey) is steaming, 
*Tis naught but of fightmg he's dreaming; 
Andochl who can tell 
Where mischief does dwell ? — 
The shillalah of Paddy O'Blarney 1 

Then, should you e'er meet this 0'BlarD«»y, 
Who rode all on foot from Killamey, 
Beware of his smile. 
Mind your eye all the while-^ 
A ahiiialah has Paddy O'Blarney I 
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THB PRBTTY WAITBBrOAL. 

Though he looks so bewitchingly simple, 

Fm d d but he'd soon scratch jour pimple ; 

And should he inhale 

Adhropofthe"rale," 
Thin ratal's the blow of O'Blameyl 



THE PBETTT WAITEB-aiLi 
Af song by Tont Pabtob. 
-"There's nae Luck.** 



A toot^-gal was Kitty Miles, 

Admired both near and far; 
And many, for to gain her smiles, 

Were *' waiters" at the bar 
'Twas her good fortune to possess; 

To which add other merits, 
All calculated life to bless — 

A "sample of good spirita" 

Full many a suitor came to woo, 

But none to *' suit" her taste ; 
Each had his butt, but well they knew 

She'd " buts," and some to '' waste !** 
Until a sexton, tall and thin, 

Asked gravely for his bier — 
She quickly caught him in her gin, 

He drank "to Kitty dear." 

She " haUed" his presence with delight. 

Just as she did her ale, 
And with " brown" stout this merrj " wight** 

Would yery oft regale. 
Fair Kitty's heart was " wnrm" and " Bweet|" 

Thousrh mixed with fear and doubt* 
[t couldn't witn her swain's comparo^ 

For his was "cold without." 
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40 THB LOYELT OHDOnET-SWEEP. 

Ope night he "settled" on a **8eat"— 

That *'8eat" was called a "settle;** 
He "told the belle" what,. to repeat, 

Proved him a man of " metal:" 
" Oh, Kitty dear, you must be mine, 

Or else, to make life shorter, 
AH day I'll take to * weep' and * whine,' 

By way of wine-and-water. 

" No more FU sit before the * glass,' 

No jx)rMy form I'll see; 
Whene'er I name ' champagne,' alas ! 

No * sham pain' 'tis to me." 
To be his bride was her intent — 

So, easing his alarms. 
Her "chest," the while she breathed consent, 

Was ** locked" in both his arms. 

So they were wed — ^but Kitty she, 

As many women do. 
Turned out, before a month, to be 

A most outrageous shrew — 
That girl he did so much adore. 

And thought his taste had hit hers; 
He used to drink " plain gin" before, 

But now has " gin" and " bitters." 



THB LOVELY OHIMNET-SWBEP. 
As sung by Tont Pastob. 

Thebb once was a gal, her maiden name was Sal, 

In Jersey City she did belong; 
Bbe loved a chimney-sweep, 'cause he always sung so sw^eti 

She didn't luink that she was doing wrong. 
Right from the chimsey-top he always woula drop 

When he did see his lovely Sally's eyes ; 
For he loved her so dear, dat it made his head feel queer, 

And It quite took Miss Sally by surprise. 
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TBB BEAUTI^iS OF ADYEBTISINO. 41 

One dn> le was up clear to the chimney-top, 

A-t. .\\ug a chaw of tobacker, 
When Wi..at should he see ? — 'twas his lovely Sally, 

A-ta-king with a big boot-blacker I 
It gave h'.m such a fright to see this awful sight, 

That he didn't feel very well ; 
He fell and lost his breath, and scraped himself to death 

In a baiTel of cove oyster-shells. 

Then Sal began to weep when she «»aw her chimney-sweep^ 

'Cause fiiie knew that he had gone dead ; 
She ran to the dock, all for to drown herself, 

But other thoughts came into her head : 
So she took her lover up, and then she had him stuflTed- 

AU to see him wanted for to come ; 
He''s took a situation, until the day of doom, 

At Mieter Bamum's Mu-see-oom I 



*x£E BEAUTIES OP ADVEETISIHa. 
As Bung by Tokt Pabtob. 
AiBr-** Whack row de dow.** 

IiC former times, when people took in life a higher station, 

Our merchawbS and our traders thrived by honest specula- 
tion : 

They've, sinve the march of intellect, a quicker way of 
rising — 

By puffing in che papers, and all kinds of advertising. 

Chor%f — ^With a whack row de dow, 

This is the age of advertising; 
Whack row de dow, 
The Herald:' 8 all the go I 

Now when each man of fashion has quite run through hit 

estate, sir. 
He feels no inconvenience, for he's sure to get a mate, airj 

4* 
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4S HIT THX SIGHT KAIL ON THV HEAD. 

Half a dollar in the RercUd, he*ll have applicants in plenty, 
Let him advertise for wife, heUl answers get from twenty I 
Whnck row de dow, etc. 

Perchance in staring capitals you see "a good investment;" 
Tcra lay out all your savings, and think 'tis for the best 

meant ; 
Ton find out, in a few short months, youVe not a " leg" to 

stand on, [don. 

Aithoogh it was a *^ blackleg" caused you Fortune to aban- 
Whack row de dow, eta 

Sometimes the ladies advertise, whose husbands have grown 

jealous, 
"A young man wanted" — ^thus awhile they tantalize the 

fellows; 
And then the sole advertisemente, if they intend to 'gain 

cook, [cook. 

As handsome women wouldn't do— 'tis always for a plain 
Whack row de dow, etc. 

A suitable companion if you want, it no disgrace is, 

To look the Herald columns down, where those are who 

want places ; 
You find a maid who's not afiraid, if you're not of abuse 

full, [ftiL" 

To take a place where she'd herself make "generally use- 
Whack row de dowt ®ta 



HIT THE BiaHT HAIL OH THE HEAD. 
As sang bj Toht Pastob. 
A»— " Bow, wow, wow P 

Now to amuse you all Til try. 

So list to me a minute ; 
For though my song it isn't long, 

There's something comic tn iu 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



HIT THS RIGHT NAIL ON THIS HJLAD. 

To sing of nails, if you permit, 
My sportive muse intends, sir — 

A subject which I now have pat, 
Just at my fingers^ ends, sir. 

G7wru9 — ^Bow, wow, wow, etc 

The world it is a bag of nails. 

And some are very cfueer ones; 
And some are flats and some are sharps. 

And some are very dear ones : 
We've sprigs and spikes, and little tacks, 

You'll find mem great and small, sir; 
Some folks love nails with monstrous heads, 

And some love none at all, sir. 

Bow, wow, wow, etc. 

The bachelor's a hob-nail, 

He- rusts for w&ni of use, sir; 
The misers they've no nails at all— 

They're all a pack of screws^ sir I 
The doctor nails you with his bill, 

Which (rften proves a sore nail ; 
The undertaker wishes you 

As dead as any door-nail. 

Bow, wow, wow, etc. 

Dame Fortune is a brad-awl, 

And often does contrive it 
To make each nail go easily 

Where'er she please to drive it. 
Tou'U often find each agent 

To be nailing his employer; 
The lawyer nails his client, 

And the devil nails the lawyer I 

Bow, wow, wow, eta 

Ail foreign foes will get some clouts, 
If they to us shpuld roam, sir; 

The Yankee boys, like hammers, will 
Be sure to "drive them home," sir I 
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44 ▲ MiiK ain't a HOBSB IF HE'S BORN IN A STABLI. 

So, if I gain your kiad applause 
For what I've said or sung, sir, 

Then you'U admit that I have hit 
The right nail on the head, sir. 

Bow, wow, wow, eta 



A HAK AIFT A HOBSE IF HE'S BOBIT DT A STABLE 

As sang bj Tont Pabtob. 

AiB— " Our Grandfather's Days." 

Or an illigant family, near Tipperary, 

As dacent a lot as e'er shouldered a hod, # 

I was sprung; and so thinking the prospect to vary. 

Left my old ancient ancestors, home, and the sod. 
I'd a twist of the brogue I determined to alter. 

And speak native English — jonteel, of course; 
[f bred up a foreigner, why should I falter? 

Though bom in a stable, a man ain't a horse. 
Chorus— Tol de rol, etc. 

To be hired for a footman, I'd fix it coraplately, 
To a great man who hated a tight Irish lad, 

And would not keep a sarvant but talked English nately. 
If a divil a one upon earth could be had. 

* What are you ?" says he. " Why, an Englishman, honey." 
" Where born ?" — " Why, in Ireland, my jewel, of course.^' 

"That can't be." — "It can, sir, I'll bet any money: 

. Though born in a stable, a man ain't a horse." 

Tol de rol, etc. 

He gabbed and he chattered his cockneyshire blarney— 
, Bade me and my brogue to the divil go roam : 
Says I, *' If Bow-bell was the lake of Killarney, 
The divil a cockney woald be bom at home I" 
Cries he, " You pronounce neither one thing nor t'other"— 

Says I, " I've a tongue sure, for better for worse : 
'Bout pronouncification, then, why make a bother? 
Though bom in a stable, a man ain't a horse." 

Tol de rol, etc 
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▲ PAfiODT. 4ft 

At last, all the inukeepers, where'er I entered. 

Bawled, "Put down the potatoes!" by way of dis^rraoe. 
"Where the divil," thinks I, **cau their knowledge beoeo- 
tred? 

Be ray aonl, they must see Pve the brogue in my &oe I" 
So, though I talk English so native and aisy, 

My plump Irish features betray me, of cours!); 
Yet IVe proved to your faces, as nate as a daisy, 

Though born in a stable, a man ain't a horse ! 

Tol de rol, etc. 



PAB1)DY OH "OH HO, WE HEVBE MEHTIOH HEE." 
As Bong by Tont Pastob. 

Oh, no, I never mentioned it, 

I never said a word, 
But lent my friend ten dollars down. 

Of which — I've never heard. 
He said to me, he borrowed it 

To pay another debt; 
And, since Pve never mentioned it, 

He thinks that I forget I 

Whene'er we ride, I pay the fare — 

I settle every treat; 
He drives my hoss, and buggy too, 

But cuts me when we meet. 
My new umbrell I lent to him 

One night — 'twas very wet; 
Though h6 forgets it ne'er came back, 

Ah me I / don't forget 

To Sally Simms, my own true-love, 

Pew visits can I pay, 
But think how kind my friend behaves — 

He calls on her each day I 
By him I've sent rich jewels, rings^ 

With fruit and' flowers a lot : 
The fruit and flowers went safe to hand. 

The rest my friend "forgot I" 



D git zed by Google 



46 POOR POLLY HIOGINBOTTOM. 

POOE POLLY HICKJDIBOTTOM. 

As Bung bj Tony Pastos. 
AiBr— "Green grow the Bashes, 01* 

In a town not far from here there dwelt, 

Not rich as Croesus, but a buck; 
The panpi of love he clearly felt — 

His name was Thomas Clutterbuck 
The lady he did most approve, 

Lots of dollars she had got *em; 
And Clutterbuck fell deep in love 

With pretty Polly Higginbottom. 
Chorus — poor Thomas Clutterbuck, 

And poor Polly Higginbottom I 
I sing the love, the smiling love, 
Of Clutterbuck and Higginbottom. 

A little sail he did propose, . 

So they upon the river got 'em ; 
The wind blew high, he blew — his nose. 

And sang to Polly Higginbottom. 
The strain was sweet, the stream was deep, 

He surely thought his notes had caught her 
But she, alasl fell fast asleep,. 

And then she fell — into the water I 

poor PoHy Higginbottom I 
Down she went unto the bottor^ ; 

1 sing the death, the doleful deatJ 
Of pretty Polly Higginbottom. 

ret still he stretched his little throat. 

And to love he did invite her — 
And never missed her, till his boat 

He thought at last was getting lighter. 
But when (le found that she was lost — 

She, the centre of his wishes — 
He gave a scream, pinned back his ears, 

And boldly jumped among the fishes. 
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THS BVSBLASTDrO BRBBCHS& 4t 

poor PoUy Higginbottom I 

He follows her down to the bottom 

1 sing the death, the double death 
Of Olutterbuck and Higginbottom. 

Now round the river stalk the ghosts 

Of this young man and fair maid : 
His head just like a porpoise looks, 

While ^e looks like a mermaid. * 
Learn this, ye constant lovers all, 

Who live upon Manhattan Island : 
The way to shun a watery death 

Is, by always making love on dry land. 
poor PoUy Higginbottom ! 

Now she lies upon ihe bottom : 
So sing the ghosts, the water-ghost?, 
Of Clutterbuck and Higginbottom 1 



THE EVEBLASTnra BBEEOIES. 

As song JJ TOHT PAffTOB. 

Am— "Tne Cork Leg." 

It chanced on a time that an Irish "dear honey," 
Who had just received a small trifle of money, 
Took k into his head to dispose of his riches 
In what he much wanted — a new pair of breeches. 
Chorus — ^Ri too ral loo, etc 

In these modish days theyVe acquired a new name, 
But breeches or pants, it is all just the same ; 
His purse stuffed with chink, and his heart full of gle«| 
Pat soon found a tailor's, and in toddled he. 

Bi too ral loo, etc. 

On a prime piece of stuff now his eyes quickly canting, 
And asking the name, he was told " everlasting.'* 
" If it be everlasting," quoth Pat, with a leer, 
'* Be the holy St. Moses, PU purchase two pair I*' 
Bi too tal loo, etc. 
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4ft THB OEAVE UVDERTAKKB. 

THB QBAVS UHDEBTAEES. 

As snog by Tont Pastob. 

Ant—** WMhlng-Dfty.»* 

An undertaker — ^Mr. Black — 

I'll sing of in my verse ; 
But his sad death ere I relate, 

His life I shall rehearse: 
Though oft he was considered gmve, 

A merry life he led ; 
The reason's very clear — ^he got 

His living by the dead I 

Tol lol, etc. 

Some folks called Black a merry wight, 

And thus it did appear: 
He often got (oh, name it not) 

Dead drunk upon his bier 1 
His friends attempted, but in vain, 

To " wake" him to his calling ; 
He wouldn't take- advice, although 

His case was quite ap-pall-ing. 
Tol lol, otc. 

Now, time crept on — he got a wife, 

And care made him less merry ; 
She was an English damsel grave, 

And came from Canter-bury. 
He mourned his fate, and found too late 

Her faults before were hid ; 
And married found, alas I the worst 

^ Black job" he ever did.. 
Tol lol, etc. 

At length Ms better half she got 

His name in ill repute; 
For he beheld her one day make 

Dumb motions to her mute. 
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THB OBAYE UNDERTAKXB. 49 

So Black spoke sternly to the mute, 

TTho trembled for his place; 
And when he tried his guilt to hide, 

He looked Black in the faoel 
Tol lol, etc 

She died — a sexton dug her grave, 

And this grave man in mirth 
Cried, " Bang Death now again has got 

A subject in the earth." 
Black wasted hot, nor heaved a aigti, 

And thus he kept his size; 
He put her 'neath the turf— then got 

A drop in both his eyes. 

Tol lol, etc. 

Itt then, he didn't weep at all 

"When trade and cash were failing. 
He went on board a South-Sea ship, 

And wailertl while he was whaling. 
Again Fate sent him in the "shrouds" 

(The vessel in the offing); 
He caught a cold — and soon, alas I 

A coffin found through coughing. 
Tol lol. etc. 



5 



TIBED OF HABBIED LIFB. 

Tb gods ! you gave to me a wife, 
Out of your grace and favor. 

To be the comfort of my life — 
And I was glad to have her: 

But if your providence divine 
For greater bliss design her — 

T* obey your will at any time, 
I'm ready to resign herl 
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60 WHAT IS AND WHAT ISN^T. 

WHAT IS AITD WHAT ISH'T. 

As Bong bj ToifY Pastok. 

Aia— " All Mankind are Birda.'' 

Come, listen to my song — it's a funny one Tve got — 
That shortly will convince you all you don't know what is 

what; 
And when I've sung my ditty through, this earth you'll all 

agree 
Has more than many dream of in their philosophy. 
Chorus — Then listen to my song, 

And, ere through it I've got, 
I think I shall convince you all 
You don't know what is what 

Coffee — ^as we drink itr— ain*t coffee, for it's made 
Of roasted beans and chickory — rare pront for the trade. 
It's quite a fallacy to think that tea in China grows — 
For the black is made of blackthoiti, and the green from 
leaves of sloes. 

Then licouu, e^ 

Pepper's made of wood-dust, and snuff is formed of sand; 
Mustard's made of oatmeal, by yellow ochre tanned: 
Brandy's made of spirits, burnt sugar, and Cayenne ; [can. 
Cigars they get from cabbage-leaves and lettuce when they 
Then listen, etc 

Anchovies are but pickled sprats, with ochre colored red ; 
The best bear's-grease is made of lard, as you perhaps have 

read; 
Champagne is brewed from apples, as any one can tel} 
But, as *' sham pain" may be the headache, why, the stuff 

does quite as well 

Then listen, eta 

Bread is made of ground-up bones, of alum, and potatoes ; 
And the cows that have the '* iron tails" arc all great milk- 
creators. 
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A KABKOW ESCAPB. B' 

JLd port wine comes from the Cape, and logwood steepei 

in spirit 
Obtains for it the soubriquet of a vintage of high merit 
Then listen, etc. 

With sugar as we get it now I am disposed to cavil, 

For when the g^rooer sells it you, he does give you " the 

graveL" 
Broadcloth to be made of wool you cannot alwajrs trust ; 
For tbey grind up the old toggery, and then use shoddy* 

dust 

Then listen, eta 

For hares and rabbits, though a trade that's great in them 

prevails, 
They're nothing else but pussey-cats, denuded of their tails. 
Veai-pies are mostly made of calves that died for want of 

breath ; 
Sausages are doubtful, and ** life-tpills" sudden death I 
Then listen, etc. 



A HABBOW ESCAPE. 
The Song of the Exempt 
As song by Tont PAgroB. 
-« It's my delight of a shiny night" 

Life's halcyon day has long gone past, 

The shadows go before ; 
And Memory's glance is sadly cast 

Upon the times of yore. 
Yet, spite of all, I feel myself 

The happiest man alive : 
Though blest with little worldly pel( 

To-day I'm forty-five I 

Though blest, etc. 

I never thought the time to know 
When I with joy should greet 
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The first gray hairs that 'gin to strew 
These locks once black as jet; 

Or boast, as sitting o'er our wine, 
Some comfort to derive 

From grapes that grew by glassy Rhiue — 
To-day I'm forty-five! 

From grapes, etc 

My joints with rheumatiz begin 

Like very deuce to ache ; 
My cheeks grow thin with coming age — 

The girls my path forsake. 
Wouldst know why thus at ag*» I laughed, 

Where some to smile would strive ? 
Why, boys, I've just escaped the draft — 

To-day I'm forty-five I 

Why, boys, etc. 



MT GBAHDFATHEB WAS A MOST WOITDEBFUL MAN. 

▲ ffloriouB comio sonff, snug by Hasbt Ghapmaw, T. Or. Booth, and 
John Winans; and more recently, with additional dialogue, by 
Tout Pabtob. 

▲lA—'* Things I donH like to see."" 

Mt grandfather was a most wonderful man — 

He could do and invent, he could make, he could plan * 

When he was a boy at school, very small. 

At reading and writing, why, he beat them all ; 

He could dance, he oould sing, he could poetry write, 

He could wrestle and box, he could run, he could fight. 

(Spoken.) Well, he could fight 1 He once knocked a man 
80 deep into a snow-bank, that it took six weeks to dig him 
out again : and then he was a bankrupt before they could 
get the soil off him. Oh, he was a wonderful man I He 
knew every thing — he knew etymology, conchology, tau- 
tology, minerology, physiology, paycheology, phrenology, 
noseology, jawology, doxology, and all the other ologiea. 
He was the boy for a song, too. Why, be once wrote a 
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Ml OBAKDFATHBR UTAB Jl HOST WOMDEBFUL HA». 6:^ 

iong with three hundred and sixty-six verses. He used 
to sing a verse every day, and then it took him four years to 
sing it The first verse was always repeated three times. 
The old man was great for telling stories. He used to tell 
a story about our house — in fact, he had half a dozen stories 
about our house— it was a " six-story" house. He was a 
wonderful smart old man, but he couldn't fool old Mr. 
Death — ^no, no! Old Bones-and-Scythe came in and cut 
the old man down very suddenly, he did. What a pity I— 
yea — 

What a pity it is this life's but a span. 

For my grandfather was a most wonderful man I 

He sailed *round the world without going wrong; 

He killed a large crocodile twenty feet long ; 

He caught a large whale and brought him ashore ; 

He tamed fifteen lions, and killed a wild boar ; 

He could change brass to copper, get diamonds from coal ; 

He fried at the Indies, and froze at the pole I 

(Spoken,) Well, he did ! He once sailed *round the North 
Pole — saw the pole, went up to the pole, clinibed up the 
pole, looked into the pole, cut the pole off, and brought it 
home with him ; used it for a fish-pole for many years — 
finally stuck it up fdr a Liberty-pole, and I dare say it 
stands to this very day. Oh, he was a wonderful man I 
Why, he once, upon one of his voyages, sailed right against 
the Equanoxial Line, broke it in two, brought it home, and 
used it for a fish-line for a great while. My grandmother 
was a wonderful woman, too — she was a washerwoman — 
she had no place to dry her clothes: so my grandfather 
stretched the Equanoxial Line 'round the garden-fence, and 
she used to dry her clothes on the Equator. Oh, he was a 
wonderful man for inventions: what a pity he died I — 

What a (Hty it is this life's, etc. 

He sailed to each part of Japan and Peru ; 
Gould tell if a wife to her husband was true ; 
He swam the Nile over without any clothes; 
Watch-papers and miniatures cut with his toes; 
6* 
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54 MY ORAKDMOTBBB WAS A MOST WONDERFUL DAMk 

He could make way thing that once he had seen, 
From a microscope up to a sausage-machine. 

(Spoken.) "Well, he could 1 and he could make sausagea^ 
too. He once speculated in sausages, but he lost in one 
grand speculation : he got to making them of bull-terriers 
and greyhounds ; they got a-fighting, and tore the sausages 
all to piecea But then he tried another experiment — he 
made some of greyhound alone; but there came along a 
little boy one day, whistling "Yankee Doodle," and whis- 
tled the meat all out, and left nothing but the skins lying 
on the stall : 4iowevdr, he lost nothing by the operation, for 
he blew up the skins, and made life-preservers and bustles 
of them. Oh, he was a wonderful man, and, had be not 
died, he would have lived a great while I 

What a pity it is this life's but a span, 

For my grandfather was a moat wonderful man — 

My grandfathor was a most wonderful man I 



MT QBAHDHOTHEB WAS A MOST WOHDEBFUL DAME. 

You'VB heard of my grandfather*8 wonderful skill. 
Who such marvellous deeds could perform at will ; 
But, Lord bless your soul I they're not worthy to name, 
Compared with the feats of my worthy grand-dame ; 
Oh, sure such a woman can nowhere be found, 
If you travel a century, and search the world round. 
No wteder she gained such a glorious name, 
For my grandmother was a most wonderful dame. 

(Spoken,) There was a woman for you. Talk about my 
grandfather! why, he was only a patch of court-plaster, 
compared with my grandmother. Do you know that my 
grandmother invented the patent Elixir of Life, and lived 
to the good old age of two hundred and seventy ? She 
used to take fifteen drops of the Elixir in fifteen gallons of 
brandy every morning before breakfast; and in less than 
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three months she had a new pair of eyes, a new head nf 
hair, and a now set of teeth. She did I 

No wonder, etc. 

She oould dance, she could sing, she could fence, she could 

spar; 
But oh, at invention she beat others by far; i 

She invented — indeed, of her skill I don't dream — 
A patent machine to make children by steam 1 
She*d take cart-loads of snuff, and still crave for more, 
And drank enough tea to float a seventy-four. 
No wonder she gained such a glorious name, - 
For my grandmother was a most marvellous dame. 

{^oJcen.) There was a woman for you. Do you know 
that my grandmother invented a steamboat to sail down 
the Mississippi ? Well, she started one afternoon, about six 
o'clock, just afore breakfast, with a cart-load of passengers ; 
she got as far as New Orleans, when the whirlpool took it 
— went round and round to the bottom — but it didn't make 
any difference to the steamboat ; it kept going on, going on 
— and my grandmother believes that if it had not been for 
a large oyster, or the great American sea-sarpent, which 
must have swallowed it, the steamboat would have been 
going on to this very day — it would 1 

No wonder, eta 

She could cure, like winking, disasters and ills; 

She beat all to nothing famed Brandreth's pills ; 

She knew every manual labor and art, 

And she could make, from a wheelbarrow up to ajcart* 

She could give to old age a patent new face, 

And beat everybody in running a race. 

No wonder she gained such a glorious name, 

For my grandmother was a most wonderful dame. 

(Spoken.) There was a woman for you. She invented 
some patent yeast to make cakes rise. All you had to do 
was to take a little before going to bed, and it would make 
you rise at any moment you wished. Grandmother put a 



D git zed by Google 



66 poppma ooBN. 

little in the back yard one night, for an experiment. First 
thing ahe knew, the sun began to rise about njae o^cIock — 
well it did I Do you know that my grandmother invented 
a steam-balloon ? Well, she did. She started off one fine 
evening with a newly-married couple, and got so high that 
Rhe couldn't get down again; balloon kept going on — 
grandmother lit her pipe in the sun, and snuffed out the 
moon ; and when they did get down again — it's a fact, or 
grandmother wouldn't have said soothe new-married cou- 
ple had turned completely gpray, and had a whole flock of 
little ones — well, they had I . 
No wonder, eta 



FOFFIHa OOBlSr. 
As song by Tont Pasto& 
A»— "Bow, wow, wowP 

And there they sat, a-popping com, 

John Stiles and Susan ilJutter — 
John Stiles as stout as any ox, 

And Susan fat as butter. 
And there they sat and shelled the com, 

And raked and stirred the fire ; 
And talked of different kinds of ears. 
And hitched their chairs up nigher. 
CJiorvs — ^Bow wow wow, 
Tol de rol tiddy widdy, 
Bow wow wow I 

Tken Susan she the popper shook, 

Then John he shook the popper, 
Till both their faces grew as red 

As saucepans made of copper. 
And then they shelled and popped and ate, 

Ind kinks of fun a-poking; 
And he haw-hawed at her remarks, 

And she laughed at his joking. 

Bow wow wow, eta 
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And Still thej popped,- and' still they ate 

(John's mouth was like a hopper), 
And stirred the fire, and sprinkled salt, 

And shook and shook the hopper. 
The dock struck nine, the clock struck ten, 

And still the corn kept popping?; 
It struck eleven, and then struck twelve. 

And still no signs of stopping. 

Bow wow wow, etc 

And John he ate, and Sue she thought — 

The com did pop and patter — 
Till John cried out, "The corn's a-flrel 

Why, Susan, what's the matter?" 
Said she, " John Stiles, it's one o'clock — 

You'll die of indigestion I 
Vm sick of all this popping com — 

Why don't you 'pop the question?*" 

Bow wow wow, etc. 



Ml SI8TEB SHE IB A MOST WOlfDEBFTTL GAL. 

A Oompt^on to my WondeiM Qraiid&iher and Qnuidinothtr 

As sung by Toht PAsrom. 

AiSr— ** Paddy Miles was a Fisherman.^ 

Of my wonderful grandfather, likewise my grandmpther. 

You doubtless have heard a great deal of jaw; 
Also of the tricks of my wonderful brother. 

And of that rare specimen brother-in-law : # 

But I'nj going to tell of my wonderfUl sister. 

Whose fame is now spreading both far and wide ; 
She's so fair and accomplished, no one can resist her — 
She knows more than the whole of her sex do beside. 
Chorus, 
My wonderful sister, my wonderful sister. 

She's the talk of the wealthy, the humble, and gay 

Her charms are so great, that no one can resist her— 

Of course, you'll believe every word that I say I * 
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She's 80 graceful — oh, dear 1 and her form's so bewitching, 

In every man's heart she has made quite a stir; 
ind I trust you'll not think it's a falsehood I'm pitcb'ngf 
But Powers' " Greek Slave" it was chiselled from her. 
fou may talk of bright eyes — but so fatal's her glances, 
That an unlucky youth, being pierced with their ray, 
Though for medical skill he'd got ample finances, 
. The wound proving mortal, he died the next day. 
My wonderful sister, eta 

Her accomplishments really they would quite astound you ; 

Of them in fit terms I am sure I can't speak ; 
Such a dancer before was ne'er seen, I'll be bound, too— 

She can spin on one toe, and ne'er stop for a week I 
And then such a beautiful singer's my sister — 

Her voice she'll pitch higher than any in town — 
So high, though with ever such power to assist her, 

Six months it would take her, at least, to get down I 
My wonderful sister, etc. 

As an actress in tragedy, where is her equal? 

** Camille" she has played upon Laura Keene's board ; 
And in the death-scene, as youll find by the sequel, 

She'd to die sixteen times, all through being encored. 
In comedy, too, she is really as clever — 

Two years since she played, and I ne'er shall forget- 
So funny was she, that her equal was never — 

One-half of the audience haven't done laughing jei\ 
My wonderful sister, eta 

Besides, slip's unrivalled, 'tis well known, in learning — 

To beat her, the colleges would have a job; 
In all the dead languages, too, she's discerning — 

Quite a literary burial-ground is Ler nob I 
No science is there that her genius enfetters. 

Her talent surprises both strangers and fHends ; 
Just like A, B, C, she knows the belles-letPreSy 

She's all sorts of knowledge at her finger-ends. 
My wonderful sister, eta 
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Talk of painting I why, that's her moat eminent feature — 

To speak but the truth is what I'm aiming at—/ 
A meadow site painted so true unto nature, 

That some sheep fed upon it a month, and got fat I 
But, bless you, not half her accomplishments can I state^ 

Countless volumes of praise to her merits are due ; 
But I dare say, if further I were to expatiate, 

You'd thiuk I were telling you what wasn't true I 
My wonderful sister, etc. 



1 



THE OOSK LEG. 

Kew Version. 

As tang by Tony Pabtoe. 

No doubt you have all heard or read 

About an old Dutchman — Mynheer Von Qued — 

Who every morning said, *'I am 

The richest merchant in Rotterdam !'' 

ChoTua — Ritooral, etc. 
• 
A poor relation came to crave, 
And what do you think the rich man gave ? 
He gave him a kick for daring to beg, 
And kicked him so bard, that he broke his own leg I 

Ritooral, etc. 

The most skilflil surgeon in all the place 
Was called in, who made a very wry face. 
Kow he wanted a leg for anatomization — ' 
At once reoommeuded amputation. 

Ritooral etc. 

It took Mynheer a long time to decide 
'Twixt a mortified leg and mortified pride ; 
For though he didn't like dying by half, 
He felt very much cowed at losing his calf I 

Ritooral, etc. 
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His leg mast come off, or he'd lose his life : 
He felt very much cut when they used the knife— 
And said, when the doctors had finished their woik, 
He'd have a most beautiful leg of coric. 

Ritooral, etc. 

An artist was found, a most wonderfhl man, 
Who made cork legs on a curious plan : 
Each spring was as strong as an iron beam, 
And the whole was a mixture of clockwork and steam ! 

Ritooral, etc 

He screwed it on tight — I wish to be showing 
His leg so went off— and set it a-going; 
He went off with speed, though he looked a strange hopper; 
But found, when too late, that the cork was no stopper. 

Ritooral, etc. 

He called to the neighbors — they heard his cries. 
But soon he was lost to their wondering eyes : 
He fled to the couijtry, far from town — 
Saw gentlemen's seats, but couldn't sit down 1 

Ritooral, etc. 
• 
Now, as he couldn't stop for a minute, 
He thought there was something mysterious in it — 
Caught hold of a post, full of fears and alarms. 
But his leg was stronger than both his arms. 

Ritooral, etc. 

'Twas burning noon, and the hour to dine— 
He thought of his home and his bottle of wine ; 
But instead of drawing a cork, his limb 
Of cork was decidedly drawing him. 

■Ritooral . exc 

O'er hill and dale he continued his flight — 
He travelled five hundred miles ere night; 
When a robber sprang out of the skirts of the wood, 
And cried, "Standi" says he, "I wish I could I" 

Ritooral, etc. 
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Now, as he couldn't stop to eat or drink, 

He veiy soon died, as you may think ; 

But his leg; with some of his bones, stiU appears-* 

IVe seen it myself; the last few years I 

Ritooral, etc 

He left no will, for *tis clearly shown 
His leg never left him a will of his own ; 
And yet no man, od land or sea. 
Ever left behind such a leg-as-he I 

Ritooral, etc. 

Tis a well-known fact that the man who made 
His wonderful lejc, has never been paid : 
For, instead of receiving at once the amount, . 
That leg to this day's a running account 1 

Ritooral, etc 



THB MOUSE-TEAP. 
As sang by Tont Pastob. 
Air— "Drops of Brandy." 

Thb dock had struck two in the morn, 

When a mouse nvept out of his hole, — 
All danger he proudly did scorn, 

BeiDg bent upon having a stroll, 0; 
He jumped on each table and chair, 

And searched well the corners all round, — 
But alas I every crevice was bare. 

There was nothing to eat to be found, 1 
Chorus — ^Tol de rol — here's a moral behind, 
Barring all blamiflcation, — 
Which if you look sharp yon may find : 
Young men, beware of temptation, 

He peeped under the crack of the door. 
And it made all on end stand his hair, 0— 

For he saw the tom-cat, heard him snore, 
And he was not inclined to stop there, 1 
6 
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Then into the cupboard he jumps, 

And found something there that did please, O— 
For by luck in his liurry he plumps 

On a trap with some nice toasted cheese, 1 
Tol de rol, eta 

Says the cheese : *' Come in — here am I, 

Just ready to stick in your guibs, ; 
So, prithee, come taste me, and try 

If I don't eat much better than crumbs, 0. 
I was cut off on purpose for you, 

And toasted by Molly the maid, ; ^ 
I swear by my honor *tis true — " 

(Says the ma ise) 

" I'd come in if I wasn't afraid, !" 
/ Tol de rol, etc. 

He walked round and round till he tired, 

He smelt it again and again, 0— 
Tlie flavor he vastly admired,. 

But outside 'twas all labor in vain, 0. 
Says the cheese : " Surely you might as well 

CSome and eat me, as there your time waste, C 
So don't be content with a smell, 

But come in like a man bold, and taste, 1" 
Tol de rol, etc. 

In a hurry he enters to seize— 

Such a place he was ne'er in before, — 
But no sooner his nose touched the cheese. 

Than down with a noise fell the door, O I 
He turned himself round in despair, 

]^xamined the door — 'twas too stout^ — 
And then through the wires he did stare, 

And he cried, but he couldn't get out, 0. 
Tol de rol, eta 

In the morning the maid was up first, 
To dust all the rooms in the house, — 

And she cried out," Here, cook, I'll be burst 
If t*ie trap hasn't caught a large mouse, 01** 
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They called the tom-cat to the trap, 
Who molrowed as he smelt at the door, 0— 

Opened his mouth and swallovtred him slap, 
All the while most profanely he swore, ! . 
Tol de rol, etc 

MORAL. 

Now, young men, who roam out of a night, 

If you meet with temptation's sweet bait^ 0^ 
Remember the mouse's sad plight. 

His doleful, lamentable fate, 0. 
T\iough the trap with its bait does allure, 

To run away think it no sin, ; 
Or, if you must taste, make cock-sure 

To get out as well as you get in, ! 

Tol de rol, etc.' ^ 



IT'S A FOLLT TO TALK OF LIFE'S TE0UBLB8 
As BQDg by ToNT Pabtob. 
Ai»— •*Jtidy'B Black Eyei* 

It's a folly to talk of life's troubles— 

There's always two sides of the way; 
And if one is in shade, the chance doubles 

That the other is cheerful and gay. 
We know it looks sad to be sighing. 

Yet there's grood in it, Nature decides ; 
For the man who with grief thinks he's dying 

With laughter will ne'er crack his sides I 
Chorus — It's a folly, etc. 

To be without hands, though no blessing. 

Has some good, as economy proves ; * 
Though awkward we find it when dressing, 

We can ne'er be in want of new gloves. 
The man without legs — though queer talking-^ 

He'll ne'er bre^k his shins, it is plain ; 
And the man who's no feet to go walking, 

Won't be troubled with chilblains agaiu 
It's a folly, etc. 
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if a man all his teeth chaDoe to lack, 

Ho is sure they can give him no pain; 
And if a man has no coat on his back, 

Why, he's sure it won't spoil with the rain. 
If a man has no money to mind, 

He may save the expense of a purse; 
And if a man's perfectly blind, 

"Why, he's sure his sight cannot grow worta. 
It*s a folly, etc. 

If a man has but one shirt at most. 

He's no trouble which he shall use; 
And a man who's as deaf as a post, 

Why, he'll never hear unwelcome news 
If light-headed, why still you are all right, 
^ For there's comfort to think it ain't madness 

And a man who gets drunk day and night, 
Why, it's clear he can't feel sober sadness. 
It's a folly, etc. 

If but little your own you can call, 

It's quite certain much you cannot pay ; 
And if you've got nothing at all, 

Why, you're sure they can take none awa* 
Strange stories may find new upholders. 

But one thing you'll grant, which is, that 
If a mifn's got no head on his shoulders, 

He won't care a straw for a hat 1 

It's a folly, etc 



BEAUnrUL BIDDY OF SLICK 
A* §jag by Toxt Pabtob. 

Mt father and mother were gentlefolks true, 

But all their affairs did awry go, 
Because they could not make their whiskey-shop do, 

In the beautiful city of Sligo. 
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The trade went on so badly, 

They both fretted sadly — 
My tather looked down, and let many a sigh g<H- 

For beauty, my mother, 

There warn't such another 
In all the whole county of Sligo. 

(Spoken,) Och, to be sure, we was a fine family. There 
was me and my sister Teddy — and Phelim and my brother 
Judy — and my unde Thady and the ould cow — and the 
young sow and thirteen pigs, and Cowley the dog, and the . 
tom-cat and her three kittens — all round the table together, 
waiting to be served with pratees and butthermilk. 

** Silence i" says my father, ** who says grace?" — " Bow- 
wow I" says the cat. "Mew!" says the dog. "Grunt!" 
says the cow. "'Faith," says my father, " though you are^ 
all my children, and gentlefolks bom, divil a bit of manners 
is there amongst ye!" — "0 mother," says Phelim, "there 
is a little pig run away wid my pratees." — " Never mind, 
my jewel, he'll bum his mouth, and then be must drop it. 
(Week-ek !) There, I told you so. Sarved you right! you 
should keep your hands from picking and stealing, and, like 
your mother, be content with the peelings." 

Thus, day after day. 

Our time passed away. 
While our aflfairs did awry go; 

Though by poverty bent, 

We all were content, 
In the beautiful city of Sligo. 

When I grew bigger, in good luck I crept — 

To learn all my letters did I go, 
0* Father O'Fogarty— 'faith, 'twas lie kept 
The very best college in Sligo. 
But all sorts of learning 
So quickly discerning, 
The rest of the scholars I gave 'em the by-go; 
For reading or writing. 
Or jumping or fighting, 
I waa the very best scholar id Sligo. 
6» 
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{i^oken.) Och, to be snre I was. Fatlier O'Pogarty said 
80 to himself. " Paddy," says he to me, " Paddy, my boy, 
you are a clane young mnn, and I shall make you my ta- 
cher." And so he did, *faith, and I taujfht Dermot Dono- 
ghoo and Peter Gallagher, and Mike O'Biyan and Judy 
Ryan, and the beautiful Biddy Malony. Och, Biddy was 
the best for laming among them', and I lamed her, and she 
lamed me, and 'faith we wanted no laming at all at all I 
All of a sudden I got pale in the face, and couldn't eat my 
pratees, and my mother axed what was the matter. " What's 
the matter, Paddy ?" says she. " 'Faith," says I, " I don't 
know. All I know is, that I want something more than 
pratees." — "How do you feel?" says my father. "Och, 
feel?" says I, "I'm all feelinar. from the sole ofnny head to 
the crown of my foot. I feel all over, as if I belonged to 
somebody else. When I go to sleep, I lay wide awake, and 
all day long I walk about just like a drame." — " And what 
do ye drame of?" says my father. "Biddy Malony," says 
I. "Fire and turf I" says my father, "the boy's in love I" 
And 'faith so I was, up to the armpits. 

Thus, day after day, etc. 

So my father he took me directly from school, 

And bade me to dean the pig-sty go ; 
He said such warm work would make my love cool, 
Ind bring no disgrace upon Sligo. 

My pride was quite hurted 

To be so diverted — 
To clean out the pigs then deuce a bit would I go ; 

And so with my parents 

I got quite at varents. 
And resolved to bid good- by to Sltgo. 

(l^ken.) My father gave me a l^ating for a blessing, my 
mother gave me a handful of tenpenniea " Grood-by, Pat," 
says she ; " behave yourself like a gintleman, and you shall 
never want a father while your mother is alive." — "Gk)od- 
by, mother," says I. So I wenl^ut and took a dutiful lave 
of the cOw, and my brothers and sisters, and the dog, and 
the pig -sty, and all other animals. "(Jood-by, sow," says 
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I. " Heaugh !" says she. " Good-by, little pigs."—" Week- 
ek I" says tl^y. "Gkx)d-by, cowey." — Bo-oo-ool" said he. 
A.nd then I thought I'd see Biddy first before I did go. 
" Och, Pat," said she, *' are ye there ? — and where are ye 
going wid yer bundle?" — " 'Faith," says I, '♦ I don't know." 
— '• I'll go wid ye," says she. " WiU ye ?" says I. " Ay," 
says she, " if 'tis to the other end of the world." — " 'Faith, 
Biddy," says I, "that's just the place I'm going to." — "But 
if I do go, Pat, will ye marry me?" — "'Faith," says I, 
" that's what I will." 

So she packed up all her trifles. 
And off then we went — 
She gave her relations the by-go : 
We married, and though 
We are poor, we're content, 
Far away from the county of Sligo. 



BABOH BOHMBIG) 

Or, the Bival Jumpers • 

As sang by Tont Pastor. 

'N Turkey there dwelt such a mighty Bashaw, 
That whatever he did or said, it was law ; 
And he vowed that his daughter should give her fair hand 
In marriage to one of a &med foreign land : 
So he caused to be printed a certain decree, 
Invitmg the noble of every degree — 
Stating, he who jumped highest, to set aside strife. 
Should win his fair daughter, and make her his wife. 
Chorus — Jump high, jump low, jumping we go. 

The rivals all met — suclfa rum-looking throng — 

Of all kindreds and tongues — some short and some long; 

Some had shoes with cork soleH, and some channel-pumpa, 

To try the effect of their v^nderful jumps. 

'Mong the guests was a Grerman, Yon Baron Bohmbig, 

Who in Holland had purchased his shoes for this rig. 
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Whidk 1 speed should outvie even Mercury^s wings, 
And oi ndiab rubber were made, and with springs. 

Jump high, eta 

The day being fixed, to the palace they hied, 
Where tijs mighty Bashaw their fate should decide; 
Each had used his endeavor the lady to earn. 
But the BATon-^who thought that he'd have the last tura. 
So having now laced Mynheer's shoes on. 
And fancied the prize be had already won,' 
He just gave them a spring, to put them to proof— 
And away wont the Baron, right bang through the roof 1 

Jump high, eta 

The folks, all amazed, ran into the street. 

Where they saw the poor Baron come down on his feet ; 

But his springe were so strong, that in one or two falls, 

He was carried iust ten times as high as St. Paul's. 

The Baron, not liking this jumping-birth. 

Cursed the Dutch and their shoes, as he came down to the 

earth; 
And he called ouu for aid with stentorian might — 
But bounced up a,,.iin, and went clean out of sight ! 

Jump high, eta 

He now became snoh an aerial sprite, 

That he did not reach Turkey until the next night I 

And though daily the people were going to seek. 

He appeared not again for more than a week. 

The next time he came down — ^poor Baron Bohmbig I— 

His body was stiflf, and without hat or wig ; 

The crows of his face h^d begun to make carrion, 

|And the people all said, * That be the Baron 1" 

•» Jump high, eta 

When philosophers wish to examioe the moon, 
They use the poor Baron instep of a ballood r 
Ano, strange though the cale is, the Turks they do say 
Hip skeleton's jumping to this very day 1 
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Should ih^ weather prove fine, and the sky ' ^^ deaTi 
If you go you may see him come down onec 9- year; 
And believe it or not, for prove it I can — 
It was this that gave rise to the "flying DutcLman." 

Jump high, eta 



HOT OODLIHS. 

The Olown's Song. 
As tang by Tont Pastos. 
A LITTLE old woman her living got 
By selling hot codlins — hotl hot! hot I — 
And this little oid woman who codlins sold, 
Though her codlins were hot, thought she felt herself oold; 
So, to keep herself warm, she thought it no sin 
To fetch for herself a quartern of-— 

Ri tol de rol, etc. 

This little old woman set off in a trot, 
To fetch her a quartern of hotl hot! hotl 
She bwullowed one glass, and it was so nice, 
She tipped off another in a trice ; 
• The glass she filled till the bottle shrunk, 
And this little old woman, they say, got — 

Ri tol de n>l, etc. 

This little old woman, while muzzy she got, 
Some boys stole her codlins, hot ! hotl hotl 
Powder under her pan put, and in it round stones ; 
Says the little old woman, " These apples hare bones 
The powder the pan in her face did send. 
Which sent the old woman on her latter — 

Ri tol de roL etc. 

The little old woman then up she got. 

All in a fury, hot ! hotl hotl 

Says she, "Such boys, sure,j;iever were known— 

They never will let an old woman alone." 

Now here is a moral, round let it buz — 

\i' you mean to sell codlins, never get — 

Ri tol de rol, eta 
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OOMIO MEDLET. 
As soiig by ToHT Pastob. 

Vii* sing you a good old soog, made hj a good old pata^ 
0. a fine old English gendeman, who kept 

A little old womaD, whose living she got 

By selling codlins, l\ot, hot, hot: 

Now this little old woman, as IVe been told, 

Though her codlins were hot, she was monstrously cold, 

And to keep herself warm she thought it no sin 

To get herself a little drop of 

Brandy, g^ve us brandy, for the doctor says 'tis good ; 
When on the table handy, drink it all, I'm sure you could. 
I never give it quarters, I mixes mine with 

A bumper of Burgundy fill, fill for me, give those who pre- 
fer it 

A life on the ocean wave, a home on the rolling deep. 
Where the scattered waters meet, and the winds their revelf 
keep 

Widow Machree, 'tis no longer you frown, 

Och hone. Widow Machree I 
Taith, it ruins your looks, that same dirty black gown, 

Och hone, Widow Machree I 
How altered you are, in that close cap you wear — 
*Ti8 destroying your hair, which should be flowing free ; 
Be CO longer a churl of its black silken curl, 

Och hone, Widow Machree I 
Then how do you know, with the comfort Tve told, 

Och hone. Widow Machree f 
Bat you're keeping some poor devil out in the 

• Bay of Biscay, 1 
. Loud roared the dreadful thunder, 
The rain a deluge pours; 
The clouds were rent asunder 
By lightning's vivid powers: 
The night both drear and dark, 
Our poor devoted bark. 
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Till next daj, there she lay, 
In the 

Old house at home, where mj forefathers dwelt, 
When a child at the feet of my mother I knelt; 
She taught me the prayer, and read me the page, 
Which in infancy lisped, is the solace of age; 
And my heart 'mid all dianges, wherever I roam. 
Ne'er loses its love for-* — * 

Jenny Lind can raise the wind, and poke such fun 
At the poet Bunn, Bunn, Bunn : 
Oh, Jenny Lind can dance and sing, 

For she cocks out her right leg so, 

Upon the light fantastic toe. 
Shell take a spring, and away she'll go to 

The land of the West, love— oh, come there with me: 
Tis 

Away down in Sandy Holler, the other afternoon. 
Yes, away down in Sandy Holler, the other afternoon, 
And the first one I met was 

The King of the Oannihal Islan ds 1 
He was so tall, near six foot six — 
He had a head like Mr. Nix; 
His palace was like Dirty Dick's ; 
'Twas built of mud, for want of bricks — 
And his name was Poonoo-winkey-fiam-flibbidy-flobbidy- 

boosky-bang. 
And a lot of ludiaqs swore they'd hang the 

Man that couldn't get warm I 
Shivery shakey, oh, ho, hoi geraiui crimini, isn't it cold, 
oh I 

Hi, ho, boatman row, sailing down the river 

By the sad sea-wave 

Qoxng over the mountain 

One kind kiss before we part, another like this woul< 

Olar de kitchen, old folks, young folks, 
Ole Virginny never tire — 



D git zed by Google 



TS OOiaO HBDLET. 

Away down in ole Kentucky, in the afternoon— 

I once did love a pretty girl 

Sitting on a rail, sitting on a 

Real old Irish gentleman 

The boys of Kilkenny are stout roving blades, 
And if ever they meet with the nice pretty maids, 
Theyll kiss them, a^d coax them, and spend their cash free, 
And of all the towns in Ireland 

New York is the place for fun, 
You'll catch no fiat or noodle ; 

French or English may be done, 
But not 

A bold soldier-boy — ^then come along with me, gramma- 

chree, 
And youUl see how happy you will be with 

Tjittle Jack Homer .sat in a comer, eating his Christmas- 

pie, 
He put in his thumb and pulled out the 

Rose of Allandale, the rose of Allandale, 

By far the sweetest flower there, was the 

Rose-tree in full bearing 

Under the walnut-tree come dance with me. 
There we'll dance and sing with glee 

Grammachree ma cruiskeen, slantha gal mavourneen I 
Grammachree ma cruiskeen lawn 1 
We'll take another cmiskeen lawn, lawn, lawn — 
Oh, we'll take another craiskeenslawn! 



vaa ■>». 
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TONY PASTOR'S 

IRISH COMIC SONGSTER. 



"HO lEISH NEED APPLY." 

An Original Song, 

By Jomf F. Pools. 

Written for and song wtth immense success br the great Oomit 
Vocalist of the age, Tont Pastob. (Secured bj copyright.) 

Tm a dacinl boy, just landed from the town of Balljfad; 
I want a situation — ^yis, and want it mighty bad. 
I saw a place advartised — " It's the thing for me," says I; 
But the dirty spalpeen ended with — " No Irish need apply " 

"Whoo!" says I; "bu*" that's an insult — though to gel 
the place 111 try;" 

So I wint to see the blaggar with " No Irish need apply.** 

I started off to find the house, I got it mighty soon ; 
There I found the ould chap saited — he was reading the 
1 Tribune. 

I tould him what I came for, whin he in a rage did fly: 
"No!" says he, '*you are a Paddy; and no Irish need ap- 

ply." 

Thin I felt my dandher rising, and I'd like to black his 

eye- 
To tell an Irish gintleman, **No frish need appU «" 

1* 
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I couldn't stand it longer, so a boult of bim I took, 
And I gave bim Ruch a welting as be'd get at Donnjbrook. 
He bollered, "Millia murtberl" and to get away did try, 
And swore he'd never write again, " No Irish need apply. 
He made a big apology, I bid him then good-by — 
Saying, " When next you want a bating, add, * No Irish 
need apply.' " 

Sure I've heard that in America it always is the plan 
That an Irishman is just as good as any other man : 
A home and hospitality they never will deny 
The stranger here, or ever say, " No Irish need apply." 

But some black sheep are in the flock — a dirty lot, say I ; 

A dacint man will never write, " No Irish need apply." 

Sure Paddy's heart is in his hand, as all the world does 

know; 
His praties and his whiskey he will share with friend or foe ; 
His door is always open to the stranger passing by ; 
He never thinks of saying, " None but Irish may apply.'* 
And in Columbia's history his name is ranking high ; 
Thin the divil take the knaves that write, *'■ No Irish need 
apply I" 

Ould Ireland on the battle-field a lasting fame has made; 
We all have heard of Meagher's men, and Corcoran's brigade. 
Though fools may flout and bigots rave, and fanatics may cry. 
Yet when they want good fighting-men, the Irish may apply. 

And when for freedom and the right they raise the battle- 
cry, 

Then the rebel ranks begin to think no Irish need apply 



PARODY ON "WHEN THIS OBUEL WAB IS OVEE.'* 
Written and sung by Tony Pastor. 

Dearest Sal, do you remember 

When I marched away, 
With my musket to my shoulder, 

Looking nice and gay 7 
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Now those shiDiDg regimentals 

All in rags appear ; 
Darns and patches all about them — 
Awful times out here 1 
Chorus. 
Weeping, sad, and lonely; 
Lord ! how bad I feell — 
When this cruel war is over, 
Prajiag for a good square meaL 

1 used to sport a diamoud breastpin, 

Paient-leather boots ; 
Take my bitters at the Astor, 

Coflfee at Meschutt's. 
Now the case is slightly altered — 

Here we've got to work 
On biscuit hard as any brickbats, 
And gutta-percha pork ! 

Weeping, sad, and hungry, ^ 

Bursted all to smash ; 
When this cruel war is over, 
Praying for a plate of hash. 

Ah, of course you do remember 

How I used to spree : 
A regular, gay, old-fashioned bender 
. Was only fun to me. 
Here, in company with whiskey 

Nary time I've been ; 
Pay a quarter to the sutler, 
And only get camphene I 

Weeping, sad, and thirbty — 

Why was I ever bom ? 
When this cruel war is over, 
Praying for a good still' horo 

How I miss my plate of fish-balls. 

And my oyster-stew — 
Hoping that I'll soon have plenty 

Of be^f and mutton too ! 
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When we know no more of parting 

(Married yon and I), 
Then will every thing be lovely, 
And the goose hang high. 

Weeping, sad, and lonely, 

I see thee in my dreams— 
"When this cruel war is over, 
Praying for my pork and beans I 



THE EALE OULD STYLE. 

An Original Song and Ohoms. 

By Toirr Pastob. 

AiB—" Auld Lang Qjne,"^ 

Should e'er the Ould Sod be forgot^ 

Though distant many a mile-; 
The nate pig-sty, the mud-built cot, 

All in the rale ould style ? 

Chorus. 

The rale ould style, me boys, 

The rale ould style : 
Pigs, praties, girls, and gossoons too 

All in the rale ould style 1 

Och hone I the fair colleens to see, 
'Twould make a hermit smile— 

Their ankles nate. hair flowing free, 
AU in the rale ould style. 

The rale ould style, etc. 

And at a wake or fair, oh sure 
The hours they would beguile ; 

Or at a dance they'd welt the flure. 
All in the rale ould style. 

The rale ould btyle, eta 
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A.nd when a faction fight begun, 
How sticks flew round the while! 

A.nd broken skulls repaid the fun, 
All in the rale ould style. 

The rale ould style, etc. 

^ch ! many a motion I've been in, 

In dear'Otild Ireland's isle ; 
Snch fun TU never have agin, 

All in the rale ould style, 

The rale ould style, eta 

I've got a seam across me head, 

I got it at KiUfyle, 
In a row the night Tim Doyle was wed, 

All in the rale ould style. 

The rale ould style, etc. 

Then here's my fist in yours, Avic, 
You're from the same ould sile ; 

We'll take a dhrop iv whiskey-punch. 
Made in the rale ould style. 

The rale ould style, etc. 

Let's tache the boys to do things right— 
We'll take another " smile," 

And then we^ll start a faction fight, 
All ui the rale ould style. 

The rale ould style, etc. 

Well all inlist, that's what we'll do— 

Go to Yirginia's sile, 
And give the thraitors Ballyhoo, 

All in the rale ould style. - 

The rale ould style, etc. 



Whi is the opening of a new dry-gooda store like a 
bouse (HI fire ? 
Boci*.^ it starts all the bells (bdles) of the city. 
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THE UPP£E AND LOWER TEN THOUSAND. 

An Original Gomio Song. 

Written and sung by Tony Pastor. 

AiB— "Things I dont Uko to see." 

I've got a new song for to sing you to-night — 
In the subject I've chosen you'll say I am right; 
You'll find there is truth in the song that I bring: 
Of the Upper and Lower Ten Thousand I sing. 
The Upper Ten folks are the wealthy, I'm sure — 
The Lower Ten Thousand the folks that are poor; 
And now in my song I'll the difference show 
'Twixt the folks that are high and the folks that are low. 

The Upper Ten Thousand in mansions reside, 

With fronts of brown stone, and with stoops high and wide 

While" the Lower»Ten Thousand in poverty deep, 

In cellars and garrets, are huddled like sheep. 

The Upper Ten Thousand have turkey and wine, 

On turtle and ven'son and pastry they dine ; 

While the Lower Ten Thousand, whose means are so small, 

They've often to go without dinner at alL 

The Upper Ten Thousand have plenty of cash^ , 
At the Central Park, on the "Drive," cut a dash; 
They have their light wagons, fast horses beside; 
In the free " Black Maria" the Lower Ten ride. 
The Upper J^en Thousand have got their champagne; 
When their cellar gets low, it's replenished again : 
But the LoWer-Ten-Thousand chap happy is seen 
If he's got but three cents for a nip of camphene. 

The Upper Ten Thousand wear jewels and lace, 
But the Lower Ten Thousand have rags in their place ; 
The Upper Ten Thousand have balls not a few — 
For the Lower Ten Thousand a ** shindy" will do. 
At th' opera the Upper Ten pleasure will find; 
For the Lower Ten hand-organs music will grind. 
At Maillard's for game-suppers the Upper Ten calls, 
While the Lower Ten goes for his plate of fish-balla. 
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If an Upper-Ten fellow a swindler should be, 
And with thousands of dollars of others make free — 
Should he get into court, why, without any doubt, 
The matter's hushed up, and they'll let him step out. 
If a Lower-Ten-Thousand chap happens to steal. 
For to keep him from starving, the price of a meal, 
Why, the law will declare it's a different thing — 
For they call him a thief, and he's sent to Sing Sing. 

And now, when rebellion overshadows the land, 

A nd the nation sends forth each brave volunteer band, 

Who is it in battle the valiantest proves — 

Is't the Upper Ten Thousand thJat wears its kid gloves? 

Or is't the Lower Ten Thousand, that's found 

(Whose hapds have by labor been hardened and browned) 

With his steel in his hand and a fire in his eye, 

BushiDg into the battle to conquer or die? 



PADDT MURPHY'S AUOTIOH. 
Ab Bang by Tont Pastob. 
* WhacK row de dow.** 



Now, gintlemin, we'll soon begin — ^there's seats for ^hose 

thai walk in, 
And goods well worth your notice here at Paddy Mui-ohy's 

auction. 
If you have antiquarian taste, you'll just step in aid see 

'em — 
^>>n't miss this opportunity of filling your museum. 

Chorui — ^With a whack row de dow I 

Now just step up and see the auction, 
Whack row de dow I 
It's gomg — going— gone I 

But if I cannot coax you in, Fll call the oatalogua lirs: 
The artide marked " Number One" is the head of J « loam* 
moth hog, sirs; 
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And •* Number Two" is on the wall, stuck in one of the 

niches — 
It's the flap and ivory button of Paddy Haggerty's leather 

breeches. 

With a whack, etc. 

'* Number Three," it is the comet's tail, that all the folk a 

did gaze at; 
** Number Four" is the piece of chalk that Micky Shakspeare 

wrote his plays wid ; 
•* Number Five's" a lawyer's conscience— come, bid on that, 

now, freely; 
And " Number Six" an old white hat, belonged to Horace 

Greeley. 

With a whack, etc. 

We've a lot of books, that printed were before the world 

began, sir, 
And' written in a language that was never spoke by man, 

sir. 
" Number Seven's" a lot 1^11 sell you cheap— it's suited for 

a preacher — 
They're political sormons that were used by Henry Beech* 

er — 

With a whack, etc. 

And "Number Eight's" the gandher that belonged to King 

O'Toole, sir; 
" Number Nine" is the schoolmaster's desk that used the 

golden rule, sir; 
** Number Ten's" sone of the pieces that were found when 

daylight broke, sir; 
Next comes a little lot of Abram Lincoln's patent jokes, 

sir. 

With a whack, etc. 

Here's the conscience of an alderman, but it's been much 

abused, sir; 
Here's a cloak and Scotch cap Andrew Jackson never used. 

sir 
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And here's two lots I'll sell you next — they ought to fetch 

good prices — 
The Life of Wendell Phillips, and the last of Helper's 

"Crisis." 

With a whack, etc. 

Now, as my time is getting short, I'll put them up the 

faster: 
Here's the only comic song that ne'er ¥^as sung by Tont 

Pastor; 
Here's a codfish-ball weighs twenty pounds — they're made 

for Barnum's giant ; 
Here's a hat for " Handy Andy," that was worn by Dan 

Bryant. 

With a whack, etc. 

Another lot 111 offer now, you'd better bid upon : 

Here's the brick that Bull-Run Russell threw at Billy Pat- 
terson ; 

Here's the carte de visite of a " moke," fresh from the South- 
em nation — 

The only one that e'er saw use in " that 'ere proclamation." 
With a whack, etc. 

Here's one of Fremont's contracts, but Vm sure I don't 

know which; 
Here's the spade that Jeffy Davis bought for diggring that 

" last ditch." 
But if I'm too prolific now, I fear that it might teaze you; 
So I'll sell the rest to-morrow night, if this night's sale 

should please you. 

With a whack, etc. 



When is a horse not a horse ? 
When he's turned into a stable. 
Why is dis audience like de moon ? 
'Case dey come in by de quarters. 
When is a nose not a nose ? 
Why, when it's a littl*» reddish {radishX 
2 
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14 THE OTJLD LOVE AGIN. 

THE OTJLD LOVE AaiB 
As song by Toirr Pastob. 
^*Bed, white, and blae.^ 



Oh, give me the ould love agin, now, 

And don't ye go oflf in that style ; 
Sure; throuble has made me quite thin, now 

Och, Barney, bear wid me awhil'j I 
Wid Bryan I'll own I have sported, 

But sure, dear, I thought it no a i : 
Call back, now, the days that we o-mrted, 

An' give me the ould love agin. 

Chorus. 
Oh, give me the ould lov< ^n — 
Oh, give me the ould love f^n ; 
Arrah ! think on the days tl nt we court- 
An' give me the ould love kx.n I 

Wid Cupid Fve trifled and flirted, 

Until he smiles on me no more ; 
Oh, leave me not lone and desarted. 

But give me your heart as before. 
Now, Barney, my honey, believe me, 

For Bryan I don't care a pin ; 
Sure, darling, no more 1 11 deceive ye — 

So give me the ould bve agin I 
Oh, give me, etc 

Fail, Barney, jist make your mind aisy, 

My flirting meant nothin' at all ; 
And if 'twill in any way plaze ye, 

Why, sure, thin the priest ye may call. 
Meself knows you never were cruel, 

And I guessed that your heart I should win 
So I'll lave oflf my tazing, my jewel. 

And be true to the ould love agin. 
And be true, etc. 
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KEW PAKODT ON "YOU'LL REMEMBER ME." 
Written and sung by Tokt Pastok^ 

When Other lips and other hearts 

Their tales of love do tell, 
I think upon a night long gone — 

I recollect it well. 
A nice young man induced me to 

Gto out upon a spree ; 
He left me soon with pockets clean, 

Saying, "You'll remember me I" 
Yes, you'll remember, etc. 

I went one night to see a friend — 

He kept a faro-bank ; 
By him I was enticed to play : 

Soon how tny spirits sank 1 
I lost and lost, but played away— -- 

My cash was going free ; 
He said, when he had cleaned me out, 

"Now you'll remember me I" 

Yes, you'll remember, etc. 

1 for a wife advertised once, 

And soon an answer came : 
A lady fair I was to meet — 

She didn't send her name. 
I waited at the appointed place 

Tilt a fellow came — and he 
Soon gave me fits, and as he left, 

Cried, " You'll remember me !" 
Yea, youHl remember, eta 

One evening, in a beer-saloon, 

I drank till rayther tight; 
I recollect a restive chap 

Soon got me in a fight: 
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He blacked my ejes and swelled mj Doee, 

Left me a sight tosee ; 
And added, as he kicked me out, 

"Now you'll remember me I" 

Yes, you'll remember, etc. 

A handsome girl I met one night — 

Her house we then went to ; 
*Twa8 a sort of Female Institute, 

Up by Fifth Avenue. 
I stopped awhile — hor brother came — 

He soon pitched into me ; 
He put me through a course of sprouts, 

Saying, "You'll remember mel" 
Yes, you'll remember, eta 



MKS. UcLAUaHLIN'S FAKTT. 

By John F. Pooue. 

Bnmr with great applsuae by Toxt Pastor, Gkorgi B. Khtooh, 
William B. Gatanaoh, and others. 

AiB--**The Fah: of Clogheen." 

OuLD Ireland's the place for a frolic, 

The boys and the girls are frisky ; 
They never can feel melancholic— 

They're the divils for tippling the whi8k»3y. 
For a row or a ruction— oh, murther, 

The boys they go in strong and hearty ; 
Now I'll tell yez, before I go further, 

Of Mrs. McLaughlin's party. 

Chorus, 
Whoo! it^s welt the flure, Peter O'Doaghoriy ; 

Shake your leg, Biddy McOarty ; 
Dance to your partners, ye divils, 

At Mrs. McLaughlin^s party 1 
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Koll Dolan, a buxom young crajthur, 

Had lately been raising me dandher; 
I met her going down to McGuflBn's, 

To borry the Joan of a gandher. 
The gandher the geese had been coorting 

She sould it to Paddy McCarthy, 
To buy her a pair of white slipper!, 

To go to McLaughlin's party. 
It*8 welt the flure, etc 

For a week or two T was preparing, 

Determined in style for to shank it — 
Put a pair of new tails to my coat, 

With a piece I cut off of the blanket; 
r turned the corduroy breeches 

I borrowed from Pholim O'Flaherty, 
And I put a new patch on the sate 

For to cut a big swell at the party. 
It's welt the flure, etc. 

They hired a fiddler and piper, 
' And stuck them on top of a barrel, 
. "With a jugful of whiskey between 'era. 
To keep them from having a quarrel. 
Whin the piper struck up "Garryowen," 
Faix, the fiddler another tune started ; 
And they welted the soles oflf their broguea 
Whoo ! at Mrs. McLaughlin's party. 
It's welt the fiure, etc 

Tim Fagan got up for a reel. 

But he jigged it on every one's corns; 
To try for to stop him was worse 

Than to take a mad bull by the horns. 
He skinned Dinny Haggerty's shins. 

Tore the skirts off of Winny O'Doherty, 
And exposed the dear craythur's fat limbs 

To all the gay boys at the party. 
It's welt the flure, etc 



D git zed by Google 



18- AN miSilMAN'S ANOESTOAa 

Now, while they were dancing and jigging, 

Torn Cassidy buret in the dure, sir ; 
Thin the ducks and the dhrakes and the pigs 

They came all flying in on the flure, sirl 
The ould sow it set up a grunting — 

The girls laughed merry and hearty ; 
While the pig balancayed down the middle, 

At Mrs. McLaughlin's party. 
It's welt the flure, etc. 

Thin the party was brought to an ending — 

The fiddler fell drunk from the table; 
They carried him home on a shutter, 

Tore off of the dure of the stable. 
We'd an illigant fight on the way, 

With a faction from Ballykillarty; 
And I'm damned if we hadn't to pay 

For the frolic we had at the party 1 
It's welt the flure, etc. 



AH IRISHMAK'S ANOESTOBS. 

As Bong by Tont Pastob. 

Ai»— " The Boys of Kilkenny.*' 

Oh, Killmurrymacmahon's a place you would bless, 
Where whiskey costs nothing, and buttermilk less; 
And it's near to that same is a neat little spot, 
Where my grandfather's grandfather dwelt in his cot — 
Whose children, from Dennis to Terence and Pat, 
l^]ach stuck up a peg for the traveller's hat : 
For 'twas land of their own, where the pracies first grew, 
And they all were descended from Brian Boru. 

Id our garden,' to charm both the eye and the nose. 
Nature always seemed dressed in her holiday clothes ; 
And so sweet was the smell of the whiskey we brewed, 
That the pig in tlie parlor would sometimes intrude 
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Then, at the assizes, I've taken a broom 
To lather a cow from the counsellors' room I 
For we let off a chamber, as other folks do 
Who may not be descended from Brian Boru. 

But sweetest of all was that beautiful maid 
At the door of whose cabin I've oft left my spade ; 
From tne window she'd peep like a sly fairy elf. 
Crying, *' Mister Kilrooney, git out wid yerself I 
If you stop till I open the wicket, my dear, 
I'll be making a noise which nobody can hear." 
Then I always behaved as all gintlemin do 
Who like me are descended from Brian Boru. 



"LEAVE ME TO SLEEP, BIDDY." 

A Parody on '* Bock Me to Sleep, Mother." 

By ToNT Pastok. 

Backward and forward I'm reeling and tight— 
Oh, what a spree I have been on to-night! 
I've been to McCarthy's with Patsy O'Maher, 
And we had the black bottle from under the bar : 
We drank and we drank, till we banished all care. 
And gave not a thought to foul weather or fair; 
And now on the floor I'm curled up in a heap — 
Oh, leave, me to sleep, Biddy, leave me to sleep 1 

. Chorus, 

Clasped to the pig in a loving embrace. 
The hairs on his curly tail tickling my face ; 
I'ts no use of telling me sober to keep. 
So leave me to sleep, Biddy, leave me to nleep 

Over my head, in the days that are gone, 
Gayly I flourished my knotty blackthorn ; 
Oh, if I only but had it to-night. 
May -be I wouldn't be off for a fight 1 
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And if Pat Murphy I happeued lo meet, 
It's an illigant ruction we'd have in the street: 
He'd soon be mighty glad in a knot-ljole to creep— 
Arrah ! leave me to sleep, Biddy, leave me to sleep. 
Clasped to the pig^ etc. 

Drop down by the pig here, and share his embrace • 
Let my red whiskers lie close to your fa(ie ; 
The craythur won't hurt you, he'll do you no harm 
Lie down by me, Biddy, and keep my back warm 
Squeeze me up tight, as you've oft done before— 
-'11 sing you to sleep wid the sound of my snore. 
The rats and the mice all around us may creep — 
So leave me to sleep, Biddy, leave me to sleep. 
Clasped to the pig, etc. 



THE DATS WHEN I WAS TOUNQ. 

An Original Song. 

■Written and sung by Tony Pastor. 

Ai»— "Floating Scow of Old Virginny." 

The Other day, as I went out, 

A-walkiug down the street. 
An old man, weak and feeble too, 

I happened for to meet; 
And pausing as I passed him by, 

These words fell from his tongue: 
"Oh, things ain't as they used to ws^ 

In the days when I wa& young I 

" When I was young^ the boys were boys 

But ah that time is past; 
For now they're men when once in pants, 

And go it mighty fast; 
For with the gals they strut about, 

One on each arm hung — 
Oh, the boys ain't as tbey used to was, 

In the days when I was young I 
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THB DAYS WHEN I WAS TOUNQ. tl 

" Wlien I wtts young, low-salaried clerks 

Ne*er drove their teams in style ; 
Or at races, on the fastest horse 

They never bet their pile ; 
Nor at monte or the faro bank 

Their dollars never flung: 
Oh, the clerks ain't as they used to was, 

In the days when I was young I 

When I was young, the gals dressed plain— 

Good homespun clothes they wore ; 
They didn't use to spend their days 

In shopping at each store ; 
They ne'er went out in monstrous hoops, 

With silks and diamonds hun^ : 
Oh, the gals ain't as they used to was, 

lu the days when I was young 1 

" When I was young, the married folks 

Together lived, of course— 
And every day you didn't hear 

Of actions for divorce. 
But now they go it rather loose — 

Restraint away is tiuDg : 
Oh, the folks ain't as they used to was, 

In the days when I was young I 

" When I was young, rebellion then 

Had not disturbed the land ; 
But North and South, and East and West, 

Did by the Union stand. 
But our volunteers are marching forth, 

Aloft our banner's flung; 
They'll fight as Hickory Jackson did, 

In the days when I was young I" 



Why is General Grant like a stack ob wheat? 
'Case he was neber tlirashed. 
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tl MISS MART JANE O'DOWD. 

KISS HABT JAHE O'DOWD 

An Eooentrio Song. 

Aft Bong by Tomt Pastob. 

Ai»— •'The Low-backed Car." 

She wore a wreath of roses. 

The night when first we met 
(Her handsome Roman nose is ' 

Most beautifully set). 
When I was introduced to her, 

She sweetly smiled and bowed ; 
Oh, my heart, my heart is breaking 
For the lively Miss 0*DowdI 
Chorta— Oh, the illigaut Miss O'Dowd, 

She's the purtiest gal in the crowd 
Oh, there wasn't one there 
That at all could compare 
To my beautiful Miss O'Dowd! 

She's all my fancy painted her — 
She's lovely, she's divine 
• (The lobster salad wasn't bad, 
But I couldn't go the wine). 
She went at such a slashing pace, 

What with the heat and crowd — 
Oh, my head, my head waa reeling. 
As I danced with Miss O^Dowd. 
Oh, the illigant, etc. 

When other lips and other hearts 

Their tale of love shall tell 
(That stuflf for cleaning gloves impartw 

The divil's dirty smell) ! 
I'd gladly dance a thousand times 

With her, were I allowed ; 
Oh, my heart, my heart is aching 

For that illigant Miss O'Dowd I 
Oh, the illigant, etc. 
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A aiNTlJCMAN IN THS ABMT. 23 

Her mother bade her bind her hair 

With bands of roseate huo 
(I wonder she hasn't bettef taste 

Than to mix them up with blue)L 
Wlien on the light fantastic toe 

We danced to the music loud, 
Oh, nij heart was palpitating 

Next to that of Miss O'Dowdl 
Oh, the illigant, eta 

Mazwelton braes are bonny, 

Whin whiskey-bills fall due 
(I wonder has she money ? — 

Is her governor a screw ?) 
Of her beauty and accomplishments 

She's not the laste bit proud : 
Oh, my heart is smathered po smithereens 

By Mary Jane O'Dowd 1 

Oh, the illigant, «tc. 



A GIHTLEMAH IH THE ABMT. 

A Soaring Irish Songi 

As sung by Tomt Pastob. 

I'm Paddy Whack, 

From Ballmahack, 
Not long ago turned soldier; 

In grand attack, 

In storm or sack, 
None will than I be boulder: 

For with spirits gay 

I march away — 
I charm each fair beholder ; 

The ladies cry. 

When me they spy, 
**Och, what a lovely soldier I" 

For to march and %ht 

It's my delight; 
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I live, dear girls, to charm ye— 

It's down ye'U come, 

At the bate of the drum, 
To see me in the army. 

Ohorui. 

To me rab-a-du\>, and me tow de dow dow, 

Faith, Pm the boy to charm ye ; 
It's down ye^ come whin we wollop the drum, 

To see me in the army. 

The lots of gurls 

My train unfurls 
Would make a dacint party: 

There's Judy Lynch, 

Of Ballynahinch, 
And Betty and Kitty McCarty; 

There's Marty Maggs, 

And Susy Scraggs, 
^ And Biddy Baggs, all starm me ; 

Even Molly Magee 

She's afther me, 
Since I've been in the army; 

The Peggys and Pollys, 

And Marys and Dollys, 
In numbers would alarm ye; 

Even ould Mrs. White, 

That's lost her sight, 
Admires me in the army 1 

With me rub-a-dufav ^tc 

Oh, the roaring boys * < 

That made the noise. 
And whacked me like the dlvil, 

Have now become 

Before me dumb. 
Or else the/re mighty civil 

There's Murty Roake, 

That often broke 
My head, now daren't harm me ; 
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▲ OINTLEMAN IK TBB ARHY. 

But it*8 bows and scrapes, 

And off he snakes, 
Since I've been in the army. 

And if one neglects 

To pay nis respects, 
Another one tips the blarney 

Wid "Whisht, my friend, 

And don't offend 
A gintleman in the army I'* 

With me rub-a-dub, etc 

Whool my arms are bright, 

My heart is light. 
Good-humor seems to warm me ; 

I've now become. 

With every chum, 
A favorite in the army. 

And if I go on 

As I've begun, 
My comrades all infarm me, 

They plainly see 

I soon shall be 
A gineral in the army. 

Delightful notion 

To get promotion — 
Arrah, girls, it's tlien I'll charm ye; 

For it's my belie? 

Commander-in-chief 
I soon shall be in the army ! 

With me rub-a-dub, etc. ; 



Why are a darkey's lips like a cover of a piano? 
Because dey cover de ivory. 

Why are hogs more intelligent than humans? 
Because they nose (knows) every thing. 

When will water stop running down hill ? "^ 

Why, when it gits to de bottom. 
8 
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JOHNNY LAW. 

JOHHHY LAW. 
Oomio Banjo-Song. 
I sang bj Diox Pakkxx, Ktoiopum Ouni«dift«. 
•♦Tlw Baby-Show.* 



Now if you'll listen while I sinjr, 
111 try to make the banjo ring, 
And tell about a gal I knew — 
Her name was Biddy Donohoe. 
Now Biddy, as my song will prov^e. 
She wid a cobbler fell in love; 
To see him work she'd often stand 
When he'd his hammer in his hand. 
Chorus. 
Hammer, pegs, and bristles, O I 
Hammer, pegs, and bristles, 01 
Hickory, dickery, my black hen. 
Jump right up and do it again 1 

The cobbler's name was Johnny Lav 
His mother was an Injin squaw; 
His daddy built a cobbler's stall — 
He pegged away, and left his all ; 
Then Johnny got some pegs and tacks. 
And in a box he kept his wax; 
And in a heap together, 0, 
He always had his leather, 1 
Hammer, pegs, etc. 

There was a man named Pety Brown, 
A gambulier about the town, 
And Biddy soon he went about, 
Resolved to cut the cobbler out; 
But Johnny he ran home in haste. 
He filled his lapstone up with paste, 
Unto the gambler then he flies. 
And shot him right between de eyes 
Hammer, pegs, eta 
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OULD HIOGINS'S BALL. It 

TheQ Johnny did wid Biddy wed. 

And tbey were mar-ree-i-ee-ed ; 

That very night they had a ball — 
Wid hammer, bristles, pegs, and all ; 
And when do neighbors heard de news. 
They came to him for boots an' shoes : 
He makes enough to share 'em, ! 
And little feet to wear 'em, 1 
Hammer, pegs, etc. 



OULD maaiHS's ball. 

As sung by Tont Pastor and F&xd Mat ^ 
Ai»--«The Priest of the Parish." 

ArrahI haven't ye heard of ould Higgins's ball, 
Where Fashion's gay devotees they mustered all ? 
If not, and you'll listen now, I'll just describe 
The joys of a trip to that musical tribe : 
There was wealdiy ould citizens there as you see. 
And the boys and the girls dressed as fine as could be ' 
And some out-and-out buffers, a dozen in all, 
We made up our minds for a trip to the ball 

Now, whin ready to start, how the people did stare I 
We had each of us got something patent and rarer; 
We made up our raiads that the nation we'd stun. 
And arrived just in time as the ball had begun. 
There ould Higgins we saw, in his new, greasy boots, 
Quite busy a-tuning the fiddles and flutes — 
A group of musicians, all of the right sort, 
Whose scraping and noise filled the room full of sport 

Now the time had arrived for the ball to begin, 
And the music struck up such a terrible din I 
Wid ould Mi-s. H at the top of the dance. 
Each merry young couple did quickly advance. 
Och 1 then, what with treading on each other's toeSi 
And knocking our heads against many a nose, 
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28 A HUNDRED TEARS HENCE 

Kicking each other's ankles, and jigging in vain, 
'Twas an Uligant mixture of ple&jure and pain. 

Now, things went on well till McOinness the snob 
From me my young woman was trying to rob ; 
Och I thin such a terrible fight did ensue, 
And the rest joining in, at each other they flew. 
Peggy Rielly called Higgins an ould drunken sot, 
.Whin away at her head flew a big pewther pot; 
My valor for Peggy it very soon shows, 
Jijst by breaking the bridge of ould Higgms's nose 

Now they left the place in such a terrible mess, 
All covered with portions of bonnets and dreati — 
Until, quite exhausted, they all fell asleep, 
And there untit morning taiey lay in a heap. 
Now if ever they venture to go there again, 
There's one thing I'll tell you, and that's very plain 
They'll not soon forget, faith, if ever at all, 
The illigant fight we'd at Higgins's ball. 



A HUNDRED YEARS HENGE. 

An Original Gondo Song. 

Written and sung by Tony Pastor. 

We meet through this world with men of all kinds- 
Of opposite fancies and different rainda: 
There are some men of merit, some men of pretence. 
But they'll be forgotten a hundred years hence. 

There's Hackley, contractor for cleaning the streotp, 
But abundance of mud at each corner one meets. 
Though the casli he will pocket in dollars and cents; 
But he'll be forgotten a hundred years hence. 

Now, there's Wendell Phillips, that talks very loud ; 
He's head-abolitionist, boss of the crowd ; 
His love for the nigger we know is intense, 
«nt he'll be forgotten a hundred years hence. 
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Therw'B Gnase has been filling the land with greenbacks • 
Besides, on the people they've laid a large tax: 
Tl e expenses of war, we all know, are immense— 
But they'll be forgotten a hundred years hence. 

Gideon Welles, of the navy, no effort does make 
Trie Southern pirates to capture or take, 
W bile our merchants are (^iug for means of defence; 
B It he'll be forgotten a hundred years hence. 

A be Lincoln's been going it with a high hand, 
Bat still he's our ruler, and by him we'll stand; 
Let's hope in the end that he'll prove he's got sense, 
F}r he'll be forgotten a hundred years hence. 

There's one whose bright fame shall forever roll on, 
Who gave us a nation— our own Washington ; 
F )r Union and Freedom his heart beat intense, 
A r;d hel. oe remembered a thousand years hence 



FEE-FAW-FUM AHD HO-HAHO-HO. 

A Ohinese Pathetio Ballad. 

Bong by Tont Pabtob. 

AiB— "The Cork Leg." 

i>AUaHTER of the great Ching-Chum, 

And sister of tall Hi-Hang-Ko, 
And wilt tho» love thy Fee-Faw-Fum, 

My tiny pink-eyed Ho-Hang-Ho ? 

CJiorta — Ri tu ral loo, eta 

On Sching-Sou's kosk the Man-Ki flies, 
Where Lo's Ver-Mil-Li-On waters flow ; 

But can the Sbu-Chong's tint compare 
Wiih thee, my square-toed Ho-Hang-Ho? 

Bi tu ral loo, etc. 
3* 
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Siz months have travelled through the skies, 
New stars have gleamed on Ke-Ang-Lo, 

Since grand Ching-Fouzle swore that I 
Should wed my blue-haired Ho-Hang-Ho 1 

Ki tu ral loo, etc. 

Then loud shall Fan-Fan blang the gong, 
And Kau-Fee Ka-Kes still upward go. 

Ere Fee-Faw-Fum to Man-Da-Kin 
Eesign his red-nosed Ko-Hang-Ho 1 

El tu ral loo, etc 



/ 
THE TAHEEE YEOMEH. 

Aft Bung hy Tomr Pjlbtob. 

Fine Old Irish Gentleman.'* 



VUj Sing you now a good old song, that will make your 

hearts beat high, 
Bring the crimson toyour/oreheads, and the lustre to your 

eye; 
-Tis a song of tue days of old, of the years that have long 

gone by, 
And of those j eomen stout and bold as e'er wore sword on 

thigh — 
Those stout old Yankee yeomen, of the days of 'Seventy- 

sixl 

For when the news spread through the laud, " The struggle 
has begun," 

From over all those Northern hilla they started up as one ; 

And from many a field and workshop, ere the setting of 
the sua, 

3ad watered with their sacred blood the field of Lexing- 
ton — 
Those bra» ■> old Yankee yeomen, of the days of 'Seventy 
siz I 
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THE RETURNED YOLUNrEER. 31 

Thej were the first to bend^ the knee when the standard 

waved abroad, 
Thej were the first to charge the foe on Bunker's bloody 

sod; 
And ever in the van of fight the foremost still they trod, 
UntU on many a well-foaght field they gave their souls to 

God-^ 
Those true old Yankee yeomen, of the days of 'Seventy 

sixl 

And now their sons are rising here, with hearts as brave 

and true : 
Those good old times are gone, but yet, thank God, we 

have them now ! 
The Tree they planted then, it seemed, was withering when 

it grew, 
But now 'tis bursting into bloom 'neath Heaven's own 

light and dew — 
The glorious Tree of Liberty, from the seed of 'Seventy- 

six! 



THE EETUBlf ED VOLUHTEEE. 
An Oiighial Song. 
Sung by Tokt Pastob. 
-"The Low-backed Ctr." 



"Whin first I turned a soldier. 
And bouldly marched away, 
With Corcoran's Irish Legion, 
To join the fight and fray — 
The boys all vowed, through'thick and thin, 

They'd ne'er to treason yield ; 
But soon they'd let the rebels know 
Ould Ireland's in the field I 

Never thinking of death or of scars, 
Away we marched off" to the wars : 
Be St. Pathrick we swore, 
And a thousand oathSi more, 
That we'i follow the Stripes aud Stars* 
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n THE MAX OVXK THK WAT. 

Whin we got into action, 

The foe felt mighty quare, 
For very soon he got a charge 

Of bayonets in the rare. 
Bedad 1 it was delighting then 

The scrimmage for to see ; 
Faix, some of the boys bate ten to one, 
But meself bate thirty-three 1 

For not thinking of death or of scan, 
I bouldly rushed into the wars ; 
And I fought left and rtght, 
Till we put them to flight — 
Thin they ran from the Stripes and Star* 

Now I've come home recruiting — 
Come, boys, and join our band ; 
And the rebels we'll be shooting, 

Till we drive them from the land. 
Come, march along, aich gallant band 

Of hayroes true and brave. 
Until on every inch of soil 
The Stars and Stripes shall wave. 

For we care not for death or for soars, 
But will bouldly march off to the wars , 
And the thraitors shall rue 
The first day that they drew 
Their swords on the Stripes and Stars 1 



THE MAH OVEE THE WAT. 

Aa sang by Tont Pastor. 
Ai»— "A Hundred Years hence." 

Whin oould-hearted Poverty knocks at my door. 
And robs me of bles^ngs that I had before ; 
Takes a glass from my table, a coal from my lire, 
And robos my dear Molly in meaner attire — 
1 envy sometimes, in the heat of the day. 
My very good friend who lives over the way. 
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But whin I sit dowD at my pleasant fireside, 
And count o'er the joys I was niver denied — 
My sweet little wife an' the babe at her knee, 
U.y health an' my conshins unsullied an' free- 
No longer I suffer my wishes to stray, 
Or envy my friend who lives over the way. 

He's wealthy, but feeble — he's rich, but he's ould ; 

Uis son is a spendthrift his wife is a scould ; 

Suspicious of others, ill plaized with himself 

His only delight is to reckon his pelf: 
Were he ten times as rich, I'd refuse, night or day, 
To exchange with my friend who lives over the way. 

Though Poverty, frowning, peeps in at my door, 

I'll naither be beaten nor vainly deplore ; 

I'll scare him away by hard work if I can. 

And look in his face with the heart of a man ; 
And hiving at home all the joys that I may, 
I'll forget my poor friend who lives over the way. 



ONE THIHa AND THE OTHEB. 
Ab song by Tont Pastoe. 
AiBr— ** Whack row de dow." 
Last year I turned twenty, and having entered life. 
My mother said that it was time to take myself a wife ; 
But how to go I didn't know about any such bother. 
For just then I'd no idea about one thing or the other. 

Chorus — Whack row de dow, * , 

Whack fol de rol idady, etc. 

There was a lady lived dose by, I thought wouid suit m« 

best; 
So off I went unto her house — quite spicy I was dreet ; 
I whistled gently three times three, when down came her 

mother : 
Says she, " What d'you want ?" Says I, " Well— one thing 

or the other.'' 

Whack row de dow, etc. 
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34 O^E THINCI AND THE OrHfiK. 

I walked into the parlor, ntid I sat down by her side 
Says I, **You are my darliup:, and it's you shall be my 

• bride." 
First she'd whimper, then she'd simper, her feelings trying 

to smother; 
And there we sat and looked at— one thing or the other. 
Whack row de dow, eta 

"We married were in just three weeks, and every thing went 

right; 
We spent a glorious honeymoon, so happy day and night : 
She'd cock her eye, and look so sly — her feeling then to 

smotlier, 
We'd quietly enjoy ourselves with— one thing or the other. 
Whack row de dow, etc. 

But troubles have no ending, and time flies swiftly on : 
One day a friend says to me, " Arrah, Mike, you've got a 

son." 
**It ain't," says I. "It is," says he. "It's a daughter," 

says another. 
"Oh, the divil an odds," says I, "as long as it's one thing 

or the other!" 

Whack row de dow, etc. 

Some folks are never satisfied, but grumble at their state ; 
But should she bring me ten times ten, I cannot help my 

fate: 
Incraise, say I, and multiply, and help one another; 
And UQW I hope you're satisfied with— one thing or the 

other 1 

Whack row de dow, etc. 



Why are United States Senators like de waiters at Tay- 
lor's saloon? 

Because dey am always layin' somethin' on de table. 
Why is a secret like phosphorus? 
Because it must be kept in de dark. 



D git zed by Google 



BRIGADIER BILVLLAOAN. M 

BBiaADIEB BBALLAaAK. 
Am sung bj Tont Pastor. 
AiBr— ** Barnej McFioegan.'^ 

When I was a single young man, 

The girls all tried for U) plaze me ; 
Be merry, was always my plan — 

The divil a sorrow could taze me I 
1*8 meself that was merry and gay ; 

How I jigged it with Jenny O'Callaghan, 
Till, like a poor ninny, one day 

I *listed wid Brigadier Brallagan I 

{i^Jcen.) The Brigadier was a grate, big, tall, long fel* 
low. He used to come into my mother's house every 
norning for a dhrop of the craythur; and then he'd sit 
iown be the dure, and he'd talk to meself about the battles 
le was in, the platoons and the sections and the divisions 
%nd the multiplications, and all the ginerals he kilt, and the 
minerals that kilt him, until he had me as full of military 
ardor as an egg's full of butthermilk. So one morning he 
^ys to me, "Paddy, suppose you 'list?" — "To be sure 1 
will," says I. So I soon got into regimentals, and off I 
marched, singing — 

"Rub a dub, row de dow dow,'* etc. 

Oh, soon we were marching away. 
And off for the field we were putting it ; 

But something tould me all the day, 

♦* Arrah, Paddy, you're putting your foot in it." 
Och hone I how the girls did cry, 

lilspecshilly Jenny O'Gallaghan, 
Whin 1 left wid a tear in me eye, 

To go marching wid Brigadier Brallagan I 

(Spoken.) We were all drawn out in rasp and file — I 
mane ranik and file, as they call it. So says I to myself, 
•* Paddy, my boy, youM betther make frinda wid the Briga- 
aier" So over I goes to him. "Good-morrow to you." 
SMyj I— flpaking as dignified apd polito as you^plaze— 
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(6 BBIQADIEB BBALLAGAX. 

**woiild your honor's hayrosbip be afther taking a dhrop o* 
something this fine morning?" — "Be the powers, 1 don't 
care if I dol" says he. So we wint over to a shebeen-shop 
across the way, and I called for a pint of whiskey ; and bad 
luck to me, if he didn't finish the whole of it 1 " Disci- 
pline," says he — "the soldiers aren't allowed to drnk 
liquor." We wint back to the parade. " Right about for- 
ward 1 march a half hitch to the left squadron !"* says the 
Brigadier. I didn't execute the manotion quick -enough; 
80 he comes over to me, and he hits me a clip under the 
right side of the left ear, that made me dance to his 

Bub a dub, row de dow, etc. 

Oh, thin off to battle we marched, 

Where the bullets were shooting and flying, sir , 
Ora I many a poor fellow was kilt. 

And many another was dying, sir. 
A bombshell came flying o'er me — 

I was thinking of Jenny O'Callaghau ; 
With the Brigadier's head it made free — 

Faix, it finished poor Brigadier Brallagan I 

(Spoken.) Whin I saw the head knocked off of him, and 
he lying stretched out as if he was asleep, I wint soflly up 
to him. • "Are you kilt?" says I; "if you are, open your 
mouth and say so." He didn't condescend to answer 
"May-be you're too proud to spake to a private,'* says I. 
With that, he answered me: "No," says he, "I'lu not kilt, 
but I'm murthered and speechless. If you've any regard 
for me, be afther looking for my head, and put it on me 
ghowldhers, so that I may be buried some way dacintly." 
Away I ran over the field, looking for his head. At last I 
found it, trying to rowl over to a canteen full of whiskey I 
I knew it was the Brigadier's head, bekase there was a 
grate big pimple on the ind of it " Here you are— here's 
your head," says 1. "Bad 'cess to you," says he, "that's 
not my head!"— " Yis, it is," says I. "The divil a bit I" 
says he; "don't you see one of thim eyes squints?" — 
" Well, head or no head," says I, " the divil another one 
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you'll get from me I" So I threw his head in his faL-e, and 
off 1 wiut, siiiKiog — 

** Rub a dub, row de dow," etc. 



THE FOUETH OP JULY. 

A Fatriotio Song. 

As sang by Tony Pabtok. 
Am— ** Sprig of Shillalah.*' 

Once more, fellow-freemen, we've met on that day 
Which reminds U8 of times that have long passed away- 
Old 'Seventy-six on the Fourth of July ; 
That recalls all the deeds that our fathers have done 
For freedom, by wisdom and bravery won. 
Attune, tlien, your voices — the song raise on high. 
And chant in full chorus the Fourth of July — 

We'll honor our sires on the Fourth of July I 

When Tyranny stalked in full might o'er the land, 
And Liberty, tottering, scarcely could stand, 

In 'Seventy-six, on the Fourth of July — 
Each patriot in arms swiftly flew to her aid. 
And prevented the havoc the foe would have made. 
In shouts we'll proclaim it aloud to the sky. 
And chant in full chorus the Fourth of July — 

We'll honor the brave on the Fourth of July 1 * 

See Jefferson's pen Independence declare ; 
Meanwhile to support it our forefathers swear, 

In 'Seventy-six, on the Fourth of July; 
And Washington, prompt at his country's call. 
Unsheathed the bright sword, and urged on the dread ball 
Then through the wide world let the glad tidings fly, 
While we chant in full chorus the Fourth of July — 

Columbia will honor the Fourth of July ! 

Ix)! freed»)m achieved by the feats of our sires. 
Each warrior in peace to his home then retires, 

All blest with tne fruit of the Fourth of July 
4 
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Ho in arts as in arms strives his foes to excel, 
^nd history shows he has done it right well : • 
Our arms shall the arts of all tyrants defy, 
While America honors the Fourth of July — 
^ We're the sous of the sires of the Fourth of July 

Cursed ^8 the foul wretch that shall seek to destroy 
Tlie Union which Heaven gave us to enjoy — 

That Union framed on the Fourth of July 1 
Proclaim to all nations how happy are we, 
Who've sworn to uphold still the flag of the free ; 
By the Union we live, for the Union we'll die ; 
Well remember our sires of the Fourth of July — 

Yes, we'll never surrender our Fourth of July 1 



A CUBE FOB THE ViaHTKABR 
Ab sung by Tokt Pastob. 
-«Lord LoveL" 



Vrar I lies mineself down in mine lonely ped-room. 
Un dries for to shleep very sound, 
e (reams, oh how into mine head dey vill come, 
Till I vish I vas under de ground — 
Taw, ground, 
Un I vish I vas under de ground I 

Zomedimes, yen I eats a pig supper, I treams 
Dat my shtomach is filled up mit shtones ; 
Un out in luy shleep, like de night-owl, I shcreams, 
Un kicks off de p«d-clothes, un groans — 
Yaw, groans, 
Tin kicks off de ped-clothes, un groans i 

Pen dere as I lies, mit de ped-d '>thes all oS, 

I gits mineself all ofer froze ; 
In do morning I vakes mit a head-ache un cough, 
Un I'm zick from mine head to mine toes — * 
Yaw, toes, 
Un Vm zick from mine head to mine toe«. 



D git zed by Google 



THE SIKGLB YOUNG MAN LODGKK. S$ 

Oh, vot aliall pe done for a poor mans like me 7 

Oh, vot for I lead zuch a life ? 
Zome sajs dere's a cure for dis droubles of me: 
Dmka I'll try it, un— git me a vife, 
Ta^, vife— 
Dinks ni try it, un git me a frow. 



THE Sn^aLE TOUNa MAH LODaSS. 

As snug by Tokt PASftOB. 

AiB— "Hi for Bob and Joan.'' 

I WA8 by trade a snob, 

And for myself and master 
So quickly did each job, 

That few could earn faster. 
We had a room to let; 

And my wife, the artful dodge', 
Said, "Love, we'd better get 

A single young, man lodger." 

Tu ral lu ral lu, etc. 

A bill did soon appear. 

Which some afforded fun for: 
"A gentleman may here 

Get taken in and done for." 
An applicant had we, 

A young man whose name was Roger, 
Who forthwith said he'd be 

Our single young man lodger. 
Tu ral lu ral lu, etc 

I thought, of course, he'd pay, 
As he wore decent raiment; 

But two months passed away, 
^ And still there was no payment. 

If I asked him for the cash, 
Saying, *»Pay me, Mr. Roger," 
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Hca at me make a dash, 
Crying, don't insult your lodger <•* 
Ta ral lu ral lu, etc. 

IVe been married seven yean^ 

And during all that time 
, We were without those dears 

That make marriages so fine. 
All at once she had 

Two thumping little codgers: 
They said one was mine, egad, 
But tne other was the lodger's I 
Tu ral lu ral lu, etc 



4H IBISH][Ali*S OOAT IT 18 BUTTOHED BEFOBE 
Ab tang by Tour Pastok. 

Oh, my name is Mike Doolan — ^I've just come to town, 
To see this big city of fame and renown ; 
Oral whin I came here, sure I had a big walk 
lu a place, and they caUed it the Centural Park. 

CAoma. 
Musha tu-di-ui-ah, shillaly an' all, 
My blessin' go wid you, sweet Erin go bragh) 

I was in such a hurry to get out of there, 
You'd have thought I was going to Donuybrook fair ; 
Whin I got outside, faith, I saw a great rout — 
There was two naked bullies a-boxing it out. 

Musha tu-di-ni-ali, etc 

Oh they sparred and they sparred, but they gave noi a 

stroke; 
Says I to myself, " Sure it's only a joke. — 
Och I git out, you big blaggards, lave off wid yoiy* tricks^ 
Foi it's my country foshion to fight wid two sticks '' 
Musha ttt-di-ni-ah, etc 
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AS irishman's ooat it is buttonbd bbfork. 4: 

Thiu tip steps a big builj, wid a head like a Turk ; 
He says : " Welcome, sweet Paddy, sweet Paddy from Cork. 
Now turn around, Paddy— do just be so kind — 
For I ne'er saw a ooat that was buttoned behind.** 
i Musha tu-di-ni-ah, eta 

Before I oould make him a word of reply, 
Says he, " Misther Pat, I would blacken your eye." 
For fear of my eye, divil a word did I spake,' * 
But my pobr heart within me began for to quake. 
Musha tu-di-ni-ah, etc. 

I looked all around me, to try for to see 
If one in the crowd would show fair play to me ; 
Whin up steps a young fellow, a gay Paddy Whack, 
Crying, " Tip him a clip, and I'll stand to your back.^ 
- » Musha tu-di-ni-ah, etc. 

Ora, as soon as he gave me the word of command, 
My sbillaly [ flounshed up in my right hand, 
And I gave this big bully such a belt on the head, 
Be me sowl, you'd have thought he was seven years dead., 
Musha tu-di-ni-ah, etc. 

The other big blaggard that gave me the mock, 
Then wid my shillaly I hit him a whack ; 
And I made him confess, as he lay in his gore, 
That an Irishman's ooat it was buttoned before. 
Musha tu-di-ni-ah, etc 

In less than two minutes, I cleared the whole green; 
Bad luck to the bully was there to be seen f 
One says to the other, " Why don't you run quick — 
Don't you see the wild Irishman wid his big stick ?" 
« Musha tu-di-ni-ah, etc. 



What tables are most used throughout de world f 
Vege-tables, ea-tables, and oons-tables. 
What*s next to an oyster f 
Why, de shell, to be sure. 
4* 
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4S TBB SONG or ALL SOUrOfl. 

THE SOHa OF ALL SOHOB. 
in Original QcmglomaratiaD of Titlai. 

Written aod sung bj Tomt Pawos. 
AiB— "^The Captain with hii Whiskers.** 

A48 yoaVe walked through the town, on a fine summer s daj. 

The subject IVe got jou have seen, I dare say. 

Upon fences and railings, wherever you go, 

Tou'll see the penny ballads sticking up in a row: 

Tiie titles to read you may stand for a while; 

And some are so odd, they will cause you^to smile. 

I Koted them down as I read them along, 

Akd I've put them together to make up my song. 

Tbire was " Abraham's Daughter" " Going out upon a spree* 
Wiih "Old Uncle Snow," "In the Cottage by the Sea." • 
"If jeur foot is pretty, show it" "At Lanigan's Ball;" 
And * Why did she leave him" "On the raging Canawl?" 
Tber«j wtis " Bonnie Annie" with " A jockey bat and feath- 
er*'— 
" I don't vbink much of you," •* We were boys and girls to- 
gether." 
**Do they tbmk of me at home?" "Ill be free and easy 

still"— 
" Give us back our old Commander," with " The Sword of 
Bunker Hill!'* 

•* When this Cruel War is over,'* " No Irish need apply," 
" For every thing is lovely, and the goose hangs high.'* 
** The young Gal from New Jersey," " Oh, wilt thou be my 

Bride?" 
And "Oa in the Stilly Night" "Well all take a Ride." 
*' Let me kiss him for bis Mother," " He's a Gay Young 

Gambolier;" 
"I'm going to fight mit Sigel" and "De bully Lager Bier." 
" Hunkey Boy is Yankee Doodle," " When the Cannons 

loudly roar;" 
** We are coming. Father Abraham, six hundred thousand 

more!" 
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**In the Days when I was hard up" with " My Mary Ann," 
"My Johnny was a Shoemaker," "Or any dther Man !" 
•* The Captain with his Whiskers" and "Annie of the Vale/* 
Along with "Old Bob Ridley," "A riding on a Rail!" 
"Rode me to 'sleep, Mother," "Going round the Horn;" 
. "Tm not myself at all," "Tm a Bachelor forlorn." 
"Mother is the Battle over?" "What are the Men about?" 
"How are you, Horace Greeley?" "Does your Mother 
know you*re out?" 

"We won't go Home till Morning," with "The Bold Pri- 
vateer" — 

"Annie. Lisle" and "Zouave Johnny" "Riding in a Rail- 
foadKeer;" 

"We are coming, Sister Mary," with "The Polks that put 
on Airs" — 

•^e are marching along" with "The Four-and-Thirly 
Stars."- 

"On the other side of Jordan" "Don't fly your Kite too 
high;" 

"Jenny's coming o'er the Green," to "Root, Hog, or die!" 

"Our Union's Starry Banner," "The Flag of Washington," 

Shall float victorious o'er the land, from Maine to Oregon ! 



SWEET KITTT HEIL. 
Ab rang by Towt Pastob. 

Ah, sweet Kitty Neil, rise up from your wheel — 
Your neat little foot will be weary from spinning ; 

(3ome, trip down with me to the ^camore-tree— 
r Half the parish and the dance is beginning. 

The sun is gone down, but the full harvest .moon 
Shines sweetly and cool on the dew-whitened valley • 

While all the air rings with the soft, loving things^ 
Each little bird sings in the green, shaded alley. 

With a blush and a smile, Kitty rose u^ the while, 
Uer eye in tlie glass (as she bound h -•' hfti^ ghmcing; 
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*Ti8 hard to refuse when a young love? sues, 
So she could but choose to — go off to the dancing: 

And now on the green the glad couples are seen, 
Each gaj-hearted lad with the lass of his choosing; 

And Pat, without fail, leads out sweet Kitty Neil — 
Somehow, when he asked, she ne'er thought of refusing 

Now Felix Magee puts his pipes to his knee. 

And with flourish so free sets each couple in motion : 
With a cheer and a bound the lads patter the ground — 

The maids move around just like swans on the ocean. 
Oheeks bright as the rose, feet light as the doe's — 

Now coyly retiring, now boldly advancing; 
Search the world all round, from the sky to the ground, 

No such sight can be found as an Irish lass dancing. 

Sweet Kate, who could view your bright eyes of deep blue, 

Beaming humidly through their dark lashes so mildly, 
Tour fair-turned arm, heaving breast, rounded form, 

Nor feel his heart warm, and his pulses throb wildly ? 
Poor Pat feels his heart, as he gazes, depart — 

Subdued by the smart of such painful yet sweet love ; 
Tb3 sight leaves his eye, as he cries with a sigh — 

** Dance light, for my heart it Ues under your feet, love." 



OOULDH'T SEE IT. 
An Original Oomio Bong, 
Song 1^ WiUJAM B. Cavanagh, oomedUm uid vooftlltt 
-"l^e Album." 



rvB jQst come out to sing to yon, 

So give me your attention ; 
Becauae I've got a song that's new — 

One of my own invention : 
So, if you've got applause to spare, 

I want you to give me it ; 
If some one says my rhymes are bad. 

Just tell them you can't see it ! 
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Now if you chance to be hard up, 

And money want to borrow, 
You ask a man to lend you some— 

You'll pay it back to-morrow; 
You know that he^s got lots of tin, 

And think your friend he'll be it — 

(Spoken.) The minute you ask him, he suddenly remem- 
bers some pressing demand for the cash. " Very sorry— 
would oblige if he could ; but then, you know, money to 
pay," eta, eta In fact, if you press him, he won't hesitate 
about putting his thumb to his nose, extending his fingers 
— ^while 

He tells you he can't see it ! • 

A man goes shopping with his wife, 

To buy some gloves or collars : 
She sees " Oh, such a lovely dress," 

The price two hundred dollars I 
That night he gets no peace at all ; 

It's *'Dear, won't you buy me it?" — 

{Spoken,) Of course, he'd have no objection whatever to 
buying the dress ; but he suddenly and fortunately becomes 
aware of certain bills due, which must be paid : so, in as 
mild a tone as possible— 

He tells her he can't see it I 

Should a fellow chance to fall in love 

With some bewitching creature, 
He'll call her duck and dear and dove, 

And praise each comely feature ; 
And soon his heart's with passion fired, 

With amorous tale he'll plea it — 

[Sjpoken.) But just as he imagines the fair creature is 
about to become his, he suddenly gets a cooler that sends 
all his bright hopes several ci.egrees, if not several degrees 
jmd a half, below zero; when in the most positive tone^ 

She says, "Now I can't see it I" 
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A fast young man that sports aroundf 

Ooes out upon a bender, 
To have a jolly time he's bound — 

His cash he must surrender. 
Next morning how his head does ache 

He thinks, **How I did spree itl" 

(i^ken.) He feels a sort of a most horribly parclied all* 
overishness; wants his bitters, and hasn't got the price of 
them. He goes into a bar-room, calls for a gin-cocktail, 
and says, *'ril pay you next week." The bar-tender in- 
stantly puts away the decanter — . 

And says, " Oh, I can't see it I" 

A dandy quill about the town, 

He gets a suit quite new, sir; 
His pants so tight he can't sit down, 

For fear they'll split in two, sir I 
He meets a lady, tries to bow, 

Misfortune must decree it — 

(Spoken) Away go the pantaloons in a most particular 
place. '* Frederick Arthur Augustus" feels the most tick- 
lish kind of a sensation. The young lady laughs. He at 
once remarks, ** Well, it may be Am to you; but as for me^ 
allow me to assure you that— 

I'm sure that I can't see it!" 



UTTT (ySEAUanVESST. 

) Ab rang by Toirr PAtros. 

Vu a dadnt Irish lad — ^I was bom in Ballyraigan; . 

I was christened with great joy afther my father, Patrici 

Fagan. 
I had a sweetheart Elitty — ^I ooorted her so gayly ; 
Oh, the divil a thought of care had I, as I twisted m5 shi.' 

lalyl 
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Chorus, 
Musha Kitty O'Sbaughnessy, 

She was the girl for me, 
Whack fal de dal de raddj, 

Kitty O'Shaughnesayl 

Oh, 'twas hersolf I coorted, a girl both nate and cosy ; . 
She said she loyed me in return — ^her cheeks were red and 

rosy. 
I had just twenty pounds, and she had seventeen: 
" Faith, we'll slap them both together, and we'll live like 

king and queen!*' 

Musha Kitty O'Shaughnessy, eta 

We both set sail for Liverpool, and clapped our kits to- 
gether. 

And married were so nate and cool, in spite of wind and 
weather. 

With our money- we opened a shop in a business not amiss : 

We sould red herrings, mackerels, potaties, and dried fish. 
Musha Kitty O'Shaughnessy, etc. 

In business we did well till one day she was taken ill, sir; 
And the doctor nearly ruined me with sending in a bill, sir. 
So I made a bargain with huu, kill or cure, for twenty 

pounds so frisky ; 
He was a dacint sort of a man, d'ye mind, for he stood the 

naggin of whiskey. 

Musha Kitty O'Shaughnessy, eta 

But she grew worse and worse, which made me quake with 

fear, sir; 
Tlie doctor he attended her for more than half a year, sir — 
Till one fine morn she died, and myself it did bewilder: 

(Spoken.) The doctor camd^ in one day. " The top o' the 
rooming to you," says he. " How the blazes are you ?" 
says L "What can I be afther doing for you ?" — " I came 
for that thrifle of money you owe me," says he. " What 
money?" says I. " The twenty pounds for attending your 
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wife," B&jB he. " Did you cure her?" says L " No," eayi 
be. ** Then, begon 



Tou daren't say you killed hen." 

Musha Kitty O'Shaughnessy, etc. 

So, giDtlemin, enjoy youraelves — ^the whiskey drink like 

thunder I 
Of coorse, you all will own with me there's mirth in an 

Irish blunder: 
If ever your wives are taken ill, now mind you, and be 

sure, 
llake the bargain as I did myself with the doctor — '* Kill 

or cure." 

Musha Kitty O'Shaughnessy, etc 



YOUNa AKESIOA AND OULD IBELASTD. 
Aa song by Tont Pastos. 
Ai»-^**D»rUiig Ould Stick." ' 

It's a soger I. am, and I'm wearing the greeu ; 
With the boys of the army a-fighting I've been ; 
With my knapsack and gun, wheresoever I be. 
Sure it's Union I fight for till Ireland is free. 

CJiorus. 
On, then, let me be living or dying, 
It's a sigh for the ould sod I'm sighing, 
But the tyrant I'll still be defying. 
In America's Irish Brigade 1 

In the seven days' fight, sure I stood at my post, 
And each pop of my gun made some rebel a ghost ; 
And whenever the word came to charge, be me sowl 
I made in some blackguard a bayonet-hole I 

Oh, bedad, it's meself they were slighting, 
For the flag of the free I was fighting, 
And the slaughter I made was deligbiiug, 
In America's Irish Brigade. 
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Wliin ould Stouewall came down like a thousand of brid^ 
[t's meself and the boys drove him back double quick ; 
For we thought of Bull Run, and our bosoms were full, 
Kud we wished we were rtm-ning on ould Johnnj BuU. 
If the boys of oiild Ireland would mane it, 
Our freedom we soon would regain it; 
It's meself would go in wid my bayonet. 
In America's Irish Brigade I 

Sure there's hope for ould Ireland, when Irishmen learn 

How to handle a gun, or a bayonet turn ; 

And, by this and by that, if we once get the chance, 

There'll be rifles in England that don't come from France 1 
Sure it's friends we have here, when we need ^em, 
Who, when starving, sent bread for to feed 'em 
And they'll help us to fight for our freedom — 
America's Irish Brigade i 



BILLT BOOT AHD TIHMT TWIST. 

Aft Bang by Toxt PAaroB. 

AxB—*^ Whack row de dow." 

There was a gay man-milliner, his name was Timmy Twist, 
An' ut making caps an' bonnets he'd a mighty purty fist, 
With his snips and shreds, 
And fitting heads, 
His gauze and gimp, long thread and needle— 
Oh, he loved a little pastry-cook, and thought her heart to 
wheedle — 

With his whack row de dow, 
You can't make tay of wooden nutmegs, 

Whack row de dow — 
Where are you, Prince of Wales ? 

There was a gay shoemaker, and a darling at the awl — 
They used to call him Billy, he kept a cobbler's stall, 

With his last and shoe, 

And lapstone too^ 
5 
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His wax-end, bristles, peg and hammer; 
Oh, he loved this little pastrj-oook, and told her many a 
crammer — 

With his whack row de dow, 
You can't make bread of patent leather. 

Whack row de dow — 
Where are you, Queen of Spain? 

ICiss Fatty Puf^ thus loved by both, and loving both, thej 

Was like the donkey in the tale, between two stacks of 
hay — 

With her flames and darts, 
And apple-tai1», 
Her ices, cakes, and cherry-brandy; 
Oh, she knew not which of them to choose — she thought 
them both the dandy — 

With their whack row de dow, 
You can't make shirts of patent bootjacks, 

Whack row de dow — 
Where are jou, William Buckley? 

The rivals fought: Pat Riellj charged their pistols for at- 
tacks — 
Tunmy Twist's with cotton-balls, and Billy Boot's with 
cobblers' waxl 

With their jeers and jokes, 
A funny hoax — 
Their powder, priming, and their paces ; 
Though they had courage in their hearts, but yallow as 
butther was their faces — 

With their whack row de dow, 
You can't build forts of apple-dumplings, 

Whack row de dow — 
Where are jou, Brazilian monkey? 

Pat Rielly signal gave to fire, when Timmy swooned away. 
And BiUy, not obServing-it, ran off without delay — 

With his paste and pegs, 

And nimble legs- 
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While both the seconds laugh and hoot him ; 
Oh, he stuck fast in a ditch, and roared lest Tim should 
come and shoot him — 

With his whack row de dow, 
You can't build ships of hot potaties, 

Whack row de dow — 
Where are jou, Tycoon of Limerick ? 

Now all you modem hairoes, whoM your credit sa^* from 

fright, 
6e sure and tell Pat Bielly it, when challenges yob w*ite; 
With your guns and swords. 
And grate big words. 
That off weak stomachs come so clever, 
Just load your guns with butthermilk, and you may Wow 
as much as ever — 

With your whack row de dow, 
You can't make pants of pickled flshballs, 

Whack row de dow — 
Where are you, Pether McGuffin ? 



GAY IS THE LITE OP A PIOHTIHO AMEEYklH. 

Aft ftiuig by ToNT Paotos. 

AxB— **The nunktg O^Flanftgins." 

Whin I was a nate little bit of posterity, 

Runnin' about with my head full of &n, 
Some one exclaimed, with a touch of austerity — 

" Who in the divil's that son of a gun ?" 
He saw there was fight in my eye, the rapscallion I 

Picking me out from the other gossoons; 
And that one day I'd be with my talents set value on, 

Orderly sergeant of heavy dragoons. 

Oohl gay is the life of a fighting Amerykin, 
Having no atin' to pay TOr, nor rint; 

In battle he rides to the fight like a harrjkin, 
And whin it's over sits down in his tint. 
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Whin grown, I got married, and that's an apprenticediip 

MakuR a man master of war, anyway ; 
I soon left my colors, and Fortune it sent a ship 

All for to carry me orer the say. 
Vvre years I was here, when they made me a dtisen: 

But wanting stripes to my ould pantaloons. 
And having ambition, which wasn't a Ht of sin, 

'Listed, I did, in the heavy dragoons. 
Och I gay is the life, etc. 

Talk of your Saizars, Kapoleons, and Hannibals — ^ 

Galyant commanders of fame and renown — 
Av they were fightin' with Brigham Young's cani>U>a]% 

Wouldn't the pride of their glory ootae down ? 
Bellony herself who of fightin' the goddess is — 

Not being up to the tricks of the 'coons. 
Laving the haroes of Iliads and Odysseys, 

Has to depind on the heavy dragoons ! 
Och. I gay is the life, etc. 

Now I am out where of grass is no scarcity. 

But there's a plentiful ladcing of trees; 
And I obsarve to my friends in advarsity — 

** Carry light hearts, and be lively as fleas 1" 
As for you Mormons, here comes Uncle Samuel, 

Marching his men to the liveliest tunes ; 
Sure every sowjer is ready to lam you well, 

Led to the fight by the heavy dragoons. 
OchI gay is the life, eta 



Why was Boz a greater man than Shakspeare? 
Because Shakspeare wrote well, but Boz wrote Weller. 

Why is a married man like a steamboat? 
Because both are liable to be blown up. 

Why is a young mtfh engaged to a young lady like a 
person sailing for France ? 
Because he is going to Havre (have her). 
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TEE OOVTBABAKD^ ABVEETUBES. 

An Oiiginal Ba^jo-Song. 

Bj Jomr F. Poolb. 

Song with great sqooosb by J. Wakboia. 

AiK-*' Ginger Bla*."* 

Oh, mj name is Darkey Sam, 

Tse a black-eyed contraband — 
Down on de Chickahominy I was born ; 

But old maasa run away 

When de Linkum sogers play, 
So I started for de Norf in de mom. 
I soon met wid a man, and he took me by de hand, 
And brought me to de bobolition meeting: 

Dere de broders made a speech, 

And de sisters ^gan to preach; 
Dey said my complexion was light. 

And de world dej would teach 

What a point dey could roach, 
And show dej could wash a nigger while. 

Dey got me rery soon, 

And dey put me in a room— 
Dis nigger couldn't tell what dey was arter : 

Dey took off all my clothes, 

And den what does you suppose ?-— 
Dey put me in a tub of boilin' water I 
And den dey got around, and some scrubbing-brushes found 
And said dey'd wash me whiter dan paper. 

Oh, dey got me in a tub, 

And dey all be^an to scrub— 
I tell you it was a pretty sight: 

For some put on de soap. 

And de od&n dey did rub, 
But dey found dey couldn't wash de nigger wbita. 

De next ting dey done, 
For to make de color nm, 
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Dej began for to rab me wid sand-paper: 

Oh, dey nearly killed me dead, 

But dej only made me red — 
I tell jou I cut up an awful caper I 
Den dey whitewashed me so slick, but de lime it wouldn't 
stick — 
I golly, I was just §« black as ever 1 

Den dey got a lot ob hay, 

And dey rubbed and scrubbed away — 
Oh, dey kept at it all dat night; 

And den dey found next day 

Dat de job it wouldn't pay, 
Kase dey neber could wash de nigger white. 

When I found dat dey was tired, 

Says I: " Genunen, list to me, 
And you will find out dat I am right, man ; 

De nigger will be nigger 

Till de day ob jubilee, 
For he neber was intended for a white man. 
Den just skedaddle home— leave de colored man alone, 
For you're only making trouble in de nation ; 

You may fight and you may muss, 

Tou may make a heap ob fiiss, , 
But you neber will make tings right 

Until you all agree 

For to let de nigger be. 
For you'll neber, neber, neber wash him white 1** 



What plant is &tal to mice T 

Gat-nip. 

Why is the letter n like a buck's tail? 

Because it's the end of venison. 

At what time by the dock is a pun most effeotiveT' 

When it strikes one. 

Why is an actress like an angel? 

Because we never see one but what is painted. 
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TATB TBIP TO AMKEICA. 

tkVB TSIF TO AMEKIOl* 
Ab tnmg by Tont Pastob. 
-"The N«w PoUoeBMa." 



I LEFT my native shore last May, 

A steamship swept mo through the ooeaii 
Of mighty thunderiug hills of say, 

Of which, dear people, you've no notion. 
The thunders howled, the billows rowled. 

The storm growled, and I yowled beside them ; 
The lightnings flashed, the engines smashed, 

And the captain swore that ill betide them. 

(Spoken,) Ow, murth6rl murtherl but that was the day 
of sorrow intirely. I thought it was all up wid me. We 
were out for ten weeks and fourteen days ; and we were 
tossed about, until the divil a bit I eat for seven years be- 
fore, that didn't come galloping up as if a whole brigade of 
blue-horse cavalry was aflher it. It shook me as if there 
was a faction-fight going on inside me ! — 

I roared and bawled, and screamed and squawled, 
And wished the siiip to go no further, 

I cursed the day I sailed away. 
And hollered, **Holy miUia murtherl" 

Tp wint the ship— "Ow dearl" says I, 

And up wint my accounts tliat minute; 
Then down to L, or very nigh — 

I thought, bedad, I was half way in it. 
The waves smashed do^n our mast of smoke, 

It was no joke at dead of night, then ; 
For sails and rigging danced a Jig in 

The gale beneath the moon's dim light, thin. 

(Spoken.) OchI be the powers, it was the divil's own 
sommotion, sure enough. One minute we were catching 
Mother Carey's chickens, among tundher and lightning, up- 
itairs in the clouds; the next minute we were dancing up 
u& 'Jie back of a whale a tailor's hornpipe, or one of ihim 
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knotty-cal dances — whales as big as the plains of OoQDfti 
mara or the Wicklow Mountains, every one o* them 1 Be- 
^rra, ould Jonah would have had a mighty fine time swal- 
lowing one of thim fellows. There's no use in talking — the 
waves bate Bannaher, and Bannaher bates the divil, but ' 
our onfortunate huttber-tub bate the pair of thim. I begau 
to keep on singing out — 

I roared and bawled, etc. 

The captain cried "Mate !" I shouted "Dhrink!'* 

The ship has struck — she'll go asundher ! 
We reeled upon the grave's thin brink ; 

That moment our cargo was boults of thimder 
The engines melted — the hailstones pelted — 

And, faith, I felt it mighty quarely ; 
The vessel parted, and so I started 

For shore on a stick, that morning airly. 

{Spoken.) Ow, wow ! but it was terrible to hear the tun. 
dhet and the lightning pelting away at each other, as if 
they had both gone crazy; then they'd fire away at us as 
if there wasn't a targit in the whole world for thim to shoot 
at but our poor ship. There was I, tossing about on the 
wather, like a pickled herring, and the big fishes making 
every grab to get a-hoult of me. But I got safe ashore at 
last, as dead as a lobster — my mouth as full of mud and 
sand as ever it was full of praties and butthermilk. Be 
me sowl — 

I roared and bawled, etc 



/ 

Why is the letter E a most desirable letter? 

Because it is essential in "ease," ^'pleasure," and "hap- 
piness." 

Why Is Tony Pastor like a magician's bottle? 

Because they both keep larg^ audiences in a flow of good 
spirits. 

Why is the French government like a tiger? 

Because its head is a Bony-part 
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"SPEND TOUE SOAP." 
A Parody. 
Bong by ToHT Pastob. 
-"lYuEt to Luck." 



Spsnd your "soap," spend youc soapl — present momenta 

enjoy; 
Sure the world will then call you a jolly good boy : 
The gals will be sure then to greet you with smiles, 
And never ask money when your cares they'd beguile 
Should your wife ever find you abusing her trust, 
Then drown all your sorrows in a jolly good bust I 

CTiortu, 

Spend your soap, spend your soap- 
Present moments enjoy ; 

Sure the world will then csJl you ' 

A jolly good boy. 

Spend your soap, spend your soap, and you'll ne'er want a 

friend — 
You'll never have trouble while your, money you expend; 
So heed what I say, my advice keep in mind — 
Be at peace with the world "and the rest of mankind;" 
And when you have run through your dollars and cents, 
A home you will find at the public expense 1 

Spend your soap, spend your soap— 
. Present moments enjoy ; 
Sure the world then will call you 
A Jolly good boy. 



Why was David like a liquor-seller? 
Because he gave Goliah a ** sling" dat made him stagger 
and fall 

' What is the diflerenoe between a pinch and a punch * 
Well, only the difference between XT and L 
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PABDTS BALL0OS-A80SI8I0V. 

Ai song bf ToiTT Pastob. 

AiB— ^Pftdd/'s Coriositf-ShoiK" 

Arrjlh, boys, it*s meself that will tell ye 

And that I can do pretty soon, 
'Of the incidents strange that befell me 

When I travelled up to the moon. 
I heard that quare sowls did re^de there ; 

So I in a balloon wint one daj, 
And as swift as a race-horse did ride there^ 

From earth disappearing away. 

Cfiorus, 
I tell yon the truth on my honor, 

How I travelled up in a balloon ; 
Jor sure it's meself, Paddy Connor, 

That journeyed smack up to the moon 

I took with me mate, bread, and murphies, 

Fearing hunger my stomach might goad- 
Intending to stop at O'Durphey's, 

Who a whiskey-shop keeps on the road ; 
But the first thing I met was misfortune — 

I ran against a cloud in my way, 
Who, vexed al my sad lack of caution, 

Benighted meself in the day. 
I tell you the truth, etc. 

The comet, much grieved at my troublA 

Took pity upon my sad case- 
Delivered me out of my hobble. 

By lightiDg me out of the place : 
I thanked the man for his politeneeS; 

And tipped him a drop of ^* ouneen ; 
I got drunk, and so did his brightbesa, 

And fell &a% asleep on a green. 
I tell you the truth, etc. 
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Thin I mut some stars skipping and dancing, 

While Boreas chanted a song , 
Uy balloon, at ine sound, began prancing, 

And swiftly fled with me along. 
I shook hands with the wind and the tundhe^ 

Lit mj pipe with the forked lightning -flash. 
Wins up a wrong street in a blundher, 

And a tundher-cloud there I did smash, • 
I tell you the truth, etc 

A whirlwind liked not my intrusion, 

Besolved to destroy me with woe — 
Sent me plump against the moon in confusi-ri 

And I knocked a piece out with a blow. 
The man in the moon, ^ith pam I know, 

Upset my vehicle and me ; 
But I clung tignt as wax to a rainbow, 

Lek a monkey would ding to a tree. 
I tell you the truth, etc. 

I hong to it more than an hour. 

And I saw my balloon qmckly depart ; 
The rain all the time it did shower — 

I thought it would have broken my heart 
But, detenmned to make no more speeches. 

And wishhig to get back to town, 
I butthered my legs and my breeches, 

And on the rainbow I quickly slipped down. 

Oh, yis, it's a fact, 'pon my Honor, 
I got back to earth mighty soon ; 

And as sure as my name's Paddy Connor 
1**2 never more visit the mooi. 



^HY is the letter XT a most uncertain letter? 
Hecaose it is always in doubt 

Why is the letter £ lazy and extravagant? 
Because it is always in bed, and never out of debt 
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AH IBISHKAFS BEOEIFT ^OK LOYE-MAKIVQ^ 
Ab sang by Tont 1'astos. 
Ai»— "Paddy O'Baflftrty." 

Oh, when you go courting a nate and a dainty laaap ' 

Don't you be sighing, and ready to faint, alas 1 
Little^e cares for such foolish philandering, 
And soon to Oold HCwk she'll send you a wandering. 

Show that you know that her love she would like !• 
g^nt — 

Plainly explain that yourself is the b6y shell want; 

Stand up and spake up, and look in the eyes of her, 

And a hundred to one but you'll soon make a priz« ; 
her. 

Tip her a wink, and take hoult of the fist of her; 
Kiss her before she has time to say ^* Christopher I'* 
Give her another, and then half a score of 'em, 
Still you will find her quite ready for more of 'em I 
If she gets crusty, and makes your ears ache a bit, 
Hush her and plaize her, and don't let her spake a bit; 
Whin in your arms you fairly have got her, sir, 
Oh, her heart it will melt like a lump of fresh buithe^, 
air! 

Pitch to the divil your sighing andwell-a-daya, 
Ogfmg and singing of pipeiiy melodies , 
Moaning and groaning may do, but I doubt its joy- 
Take my advice, and go briskly about it, boy! 

Never be quibbling with scribbling of sonnets, sir; 

Fly to her face, and lay thousands upon it, sir; 

Press her, caress her, her heart it will go to you, 

And I'll hould you a dollar she'll never say " N? - ' le 

When she cries out, "You are an impudent fellow, sir!** 
Her eyes will belie what her tongue it may tell ye, sir* 
Walk with her, tidk with her, sit by the side of her, 
m be your bail that you'll soon make a bride of hor. 



D git zed by Google 



ZHB ATHLONS LANDLADY. CI 

Oh, the dear crajthnre, it^s fairly I'm kilt with them ; 
Could mj heart hould the Bed Sea, 'twould be filt with 

theml 
Far have I rambled, and surely where'er I went, 
Coorting the girls was always my merriment 



THE ATHLOHE LAITDLADT. 

A JoUy Irish Bong. 

Ab aong by Tokt Paitob. 

TWAB in the sweet town of Athlone 
Liyed the beautiful Widow Malone ; 

She kept the '* Black Boy," 

Was an armful of joy. 
And plenty of lovers — ^her own, och hone I — 
Oh, the darling was Mrs. Malone. 

There was Bolus, the medical dhrone, 
And Latetat, all skin and bone ; 

But physic and law 

Both stuck in her .craw, 
And she couldn't digest them, och hone, och hone 
Oh, success to sweet Mrs. Malone 1 

But Cupid, that young " divil's own," 

Sent a lad who soon altered her tone: 
Twas Sargeant Mac Whack, 
With long swoord and broad back ; 

And his roguish black eyes at her thrown, och hone^ 
Oh, they bothered poor Mrs. Malone. 

The lovesick, sweet Mrs. Malone, 
So fond of the soger was grown. 

That in saycret she'd sigh^ 
*'For the sargeant I'll die. 
For I'm tired of lying alone, och hone!** 
More power to you, Mrs. Malone I 

Still the lawyer and doctor would gproan. 
And each taiae the poor Widow Malone; 
6 
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Till one daj Pat Mac Wbadc 
Kicked them out in a crack, 
And a smack gave to Mrs. Malone, och bone I 
" Oh, jouVe won me," says Mrs. Malone. 

So they wedded and bedded, och bone I 
While with fun sure the stocking was thrown , 
Now he's man of the house, 
And his beautiful spouse 
Is sweet Mrs. Mao Whack, late Malone, och hone 
So good luck to Mac Whack and Malone I 



THE PIPTH-AVEHUB BELLE. 

A Sentimental Strain. 

By Torr Pastob. 

There is none but a fool 

That will wed on a sud-du-en, 
Or take a fine belle 

That cannot make a pud-du-en : 
If he gets such a wife, 

ThAn what would a man gain, oh, 
But a dam-su-el that plays 

On a forty pi-ay-!io ? 

Some ladies than peacocks 

Are twenty-five times prouderer; 
Some ladies than thun-du-er 

Are twenty-seven times louderer: 
But I'll have a wife 

That^s obliging and civ-Urol, 
And your Fif^h-Avenuedle belles 

They may go to the div-u-ell 



Why is a dog biting his tail like a good economist Y 
Because he makes " both ends meet" 
Why did Adam bite the apple? 
Beoawie he had no knife. 
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THE BOULD HIGHWATHAH. 

As fling b7 T. L Donkvllt. 

Aim-" Sprig of Shillalagh." 

A TRAYXLLBB weoded the wilds among, 
With a purse of gold and a silver tongue, 

With his hi, ho, verily ah ! 
Hjs hat it was broad, and all drab were his dotbea^ 
For he hated high colors— except on his nose— 
And he met with a lady, the story it goes. 

With her hi, ho, verily ah I 

The damsel she cast him a merry blink. 
And the traveller was nothing loth, I think. 

With his hi, ho^ verily ah I 
Her merry black eye beamed her bonnet beneath. 
And the Quaker he grinned, for he'd very good teeth 
And he a^ed, " Art tfiou going to ride on the heath 7 

With your hi, ho, verily ah !" 

'* I hope you'll protect me, kind sir," said the maid, 
" As to ride this heath over I'm sadly afraid, 

With my hi, ho, verily ah ! 
For robbers, they say, here in numbers abound, 
And I wouldn't for any thing I should be found — 
For, between you and me, I have five hundred pound 

In my hi, ho, verily ah 1" 

"If that is thine own, dear," the Quaker he said, 
"I ne'er saw a maiden I sooner would wed, 

With her hi, ho, verily ah ! 
And I have another five hundred just now 
In the padding that's under my saddle-bow; 
And it aU I ^unll settle upon thee, I vow, 

With my hi, ho, verily ah I" 

The maiden she smiled, and the reins she drew: 
'■Tour offer Til take, though I'll not take yoo, 
With your hi, ho, verily ah !" 
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A pistol she held at the Quaker^s head — 
" Now give me your gold, or PU give you my leadl 
*Ti8 UDder the saddle, I think you said. 
In your hi, ho, venly ah I" 

And the damsel ripped up the saddle-bow, 
And the Quaker was ne'er a quaker till now, 

With his hi, ho, verily ah I 
And he saw, by the fair one he wished for a brid^ 
His purse drawn away with a swaggering stride; 
And the eye that looked tender, now only defied^ 

With its hi, ho, verily ahl 

''The spirit doth move me, Friend Broadbrim," said she^ 
"To take all this filthy temptation from thee. 

With my hi, ho, verily ah ! 
For Mammon deceives us, and beauty is fieeting; 
Aocept from thy maiden a right loving greeting, 
For much doth she profit by thia Quaker meeting. 

With her hi, ho, verily ahl 

" And hark I jolly Quaker, so rosy and riy, 

Have righteousness, more than a lass, in your eye, 

Wiih your hi, ho, verily ahl 
Dou't go again peeping girls' bonnets beneath ; 
Remember the one that you met on the heath ! — 
Msr name's Jimmy Barlow, I tell to your teeth, 

With my hi, ho, verily ahl" 

" Friend James," quoth the Quaker, " pray listen to me. 
For. thou canst confer a great favor, d'ye see, 

With your hi, ho, verily, ah I 
The gold thou hast taken is act mine, my friend. 
But my master's ; and truly on th^ I depend 
To make it appear I my trust did defend, 

With my hi, ho, verily ah ! 

" So fire a few shots through my clothes here and then 
To make it appear 'twas a desperate affair. 
With my hi, ho, verily ah I" 



D git zed by Google 



THX HAPFiEST WWkjUyW OUT. «i 

So Jim be popped first through the skirts of his ooat^ 
And then through his oollar quite close to his throat — 
''Now once through mj broadbrim/' quoth Bphrairoj **I 
vote, 

With thy hi, ho^ verily ah I" 

**I have but a brace," said bould Jim, "and they're spent 
And I won't load again for a make-believe rent, 

With my hi, ho, verily ah!" 
"Then," said Ephraim, producing his pistols, "just give 
My five hundred pounds back ; or, as sure as thou live, 
111 make of thy body a riddle or sieve. 

With my hi, ho, verily ah I" 

Jim Barlow was diddled — and, though be was game. 
He saw Ephraim's pistols so deadly in aim, 

With his hi, ho, verily ah I 
That he gave up the gold, and he took to his scrapers; 
And when the whole story got into the papern, 
Folks said that the thieves were no match for the Quakera^ 

With their hi, ho, verily ah ! 



THE HAPPIEST FELLOW OtlT. 
Written ftnd •ong by Toht Pabxob. 

Wb meet with every kind of men, 

As through the world we go : 
There's some we know are mighty fest. 

And some are precious slow; 
There's some will grieve and pout and sigh, 

And moping go about; 
Now quite a different chap am I — 
I'm the happiest fellow out! 
Chorus, 
Then let the world go as it may. 

You needn't sigh or pout ; 
But do by me example take— 
I'm the happiest fellow out I 
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No matter how the times may go, 
Pm always full of glee ; 

To-day Tm flush, to-morrow broke- 
It's all the same to me ! 

Let others long for Fortmie^s aid, 
I ever laughing shout — 

"Hurrah for mirth and jollity — 
I*m the happiest fellow out!" 

The friend I think will by me stand, 

May on me turn his back ; 
The girl I love, another find, 

And so give me '* the sack." 
But still, why, I ain*( going to fret. 

Just like a silly lout; 
But soon, d'ye see, another get 

I'm the happiest fellow out ! 

My clothes betimes may seedy grow, 

And folks begin to scoff; 
And friends that may be better dressed, 

May coolly shake me off 
Well, let them go I it is my plan — 

I'm better off without ; 
For clothing never makes the man — 

I'm the happiest fellow outl 

I always take my fill of fun, 

Wherever I may go ; 
And as " the happiest fellow out," 

I'm known to high and low. 
Wherever there's a spree on hand, 

I always am about; 
Ihat's why I've come to sing to you— 

I'm the happiest fellow out 1 

Then let the world wag as it may, 
Just mind what you're about. 

And soon, like me, you all can say 
**rm the happiest fellow outl" 
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THB IBI8H FATBIOT'8 GALL. « 

Bj Kaniioe O^OonnelL 

Sang by Toht Pabtob. 

A,iB— **The White Cockade." 

Is there a youthful gallant here, 
Oc fire for fame — unknowing — 
Who in the chargers mad career, 
On Erin's foes would flesh his q;>e«rf — 

Ohonta. 
Gome, let him wear the white oockadt. 
And learn the soldier's glorious trade; 
*Tis of such stuff a hero's made- 
Then let him join the Bold Brigade 1 

Who scorns to own a Saxon lord. 
And toils to swell a stranger's hoard? 
Who for rude blow or jibing word 
Would answer with the freemitn's sword- 
Gome, let him, etc. 

Does Erin's foully slandered name 
Suffuse thy cheek with generous shame? 
Wouldst right her wrongs — restore her fi"««#f 
Come, then, the soldier's weapon claim ! 

Come, free from bonds your fathers' land ; 
With daring patriots bravely stand I 
The hero's fame, the martyr's wreath. 
Will gild your life or crown your death. 
Gome, then, and ^ear, etc. 

To drain the cup, with ^rls to toy, 
The serf's vile soul with bliss may cloy/ 
But wouldst thou taste a manly joy? 
Oh, it was ours at Fontenoy! 

Gome, then, and wear, eta 
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'10 many a fight thj fathers led, 
Ftlll many a Sazou's life-blood shed ; 
From thee, as yet,, no foe has fled — 
Thou wilt not shame the glorious dead I— 
Then come and wear, etc. 

Oh, oome 1 — for slavery, want, and shame, 
We offer vengeance, freedom, fame ; 
With monarcbs comrade rank to claio., 
And, nobler still, the patriot's name. 
Then come and wear, etc 



THE BOT FOB THE DBUIL 
At tung by Toirr Pastob. 
An^** Paddy's Weddliig> 

In Erin's isle, where grief's a smile, 

An' butthermilk so sweet is, oh ! 

One night at mom roeself was bom, 

Upon a bed of praties, oh I 
With joy I sung, and wagged my tongue— 

Sure ne'er was such a mirth-day, oh ! 
With a tin-kittle dram the boys had come. 

To celebrate my birth-day, oh ! 
I kicked and leered, an' bate and reared. 

With such trae time, they wondered how; 
While I ate my pap, the song I'd rap. 
An' all to the tune oi my row dow dow I 
Chorus, 
With my row dow dow, my row dow dow, 

My thumping, bumping row dow dow; 
My soul's delight, both day and night, 
Was all in the sound of my row dow dow I 

Soon out I come, and I made a drum 
Of the skin of my father's wether, oh I 

With a straw so fat stuck in my hat, 
It made a tall field feather, oh 
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With the troops I slipped into a ship, 

The foreign foes to throttle, oh 1 * 

By nature apt, the drum I tapped, 

And by nature tapped the bottle, oh I 
I drank so neat, and bate so sweet, 

We lathered the foe till they wondhered how 
The fight was ours, by all the powers 

Of whiskey sweet, and row de dow dowl 
With my row dow dow, etc. 



PAUDEEN O'aAFFEETT'S SAT- VOYAGE. 
At recited by Tont Pabtok. 

How did you come to Naples? 

Bedad, I didn't come at all ; they brought me, in a ship 
• -a grate big ship, with two big sticks standing out of it. 
Masts they call thim, bad luck to it, and the day I saw it I 
If I had been an ignorant fellow, and didn't know joggra- 
phy and the likes, I'd be safe enough at home now, so I 
would, in me own cellar, on the Ooal-Quay in Dublin. But 
divil fire me! I must be making a man of myself, showing 
me lamin', me knowledge of similitude, and the liktes. You 
see, I wint over to England, on a bit of an agricultural 
speculation — hay-makin' and harvist-rapin' — and, the sai- 
son bein' good, I realized a fortune, so I did— a matther of 
thirty shillings or so. 

So says I to myself, says I, *'Now I have got au indipin- 
dant competance, I'll go back to Ireland — I'll buy it out, 
and make meself imperor of it." So I axed one of the boys 
which was my nearest way to Bristol, to go be the say. 
So, says one of thim — (be the same token he was a cousin 
of mine— one Terry O'Raflferty — as daciut a boy as you 
x)uld wish to meet, and as handy with a shUlaly. Why, 
Vve seen him clear a tint at Bonnybrook fair in less than 
two minutes, with the divil a won to help except his bit of 
a stick, an' you know that's no aisy job). 

Well, says Terry to me, says he, "Gk) down to the 
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quay," says he, "and joulX find out all about it while i 
cat 'd be lickin* her ear." 

TVell, I wint to a man that was ^tandin' be the dure of a 

public house— it was the sigjn of— the sign What the 

divil is this the sign was? — ^you see I like to be sarcum- 
spectious in me joggraphy — it was the sign of the blind 
cow kicking the dead man's eyes out— or the dead man 
kicking the blind cow's eyes out— or the man's cow kick- 
ing the blind no— well, it was something Uiat way, 

anyhow. 

So sajrs I to the man, "Sir," says I, "I want a ship." 

"There you are," says he. 

"Where?" says L 

"There," says he. 

"Thank you," says L "Which of thim's for Ire- 
land?" 

" Oh, you're an ould-countrymau ?" says he. 

"How the divil did you find that put?" says L 

" I knew it," says he. 

**Who tould you?" says I. 

"No matther," says he. "Come," s^ys he. 

"I will," says L 

Well, we wint in, and we had a half a pint of whiskey. 
Oh, bedsd it 'd have dope your heart good to see the bade 
rise on the top of it. May-be my hea^ didn't warm to 
him, an' his to me, ow murtherl 

"Erin go bragh!" says he. 

" Ceadh mille failthe I" says I. 

And there we wor like ^wo sons of an Irish king in less 
than a minute. 

Thin we got to discoorsing aliput Dublin and Naples, an' 
other furrin parts that w© Wor acquainted with, an4 h^ 
began talking about how like the Bay of Naples was to the 
Bay of Dublin— for, you see, he was an ould soger, d'ye 
mind? — an' thim ould sogers are always mighty 'cute 
chaps. He was a grate big chap that was off in the warn 
anK>ug the Friuch and the Spaniards and the Rushers, and 
other barbariana So we got talking of similitude an' jog 
graphy, an' the likes, and mixin' Naples an' wathei an(^ 
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Dublin an' whiskey; and be me sowl, purty punch we mad« 
of ill 

J. was in the middle o' me glory, whin in walks tne cap- 
tain o' the ship. 

" Any one here to go aboord?" says he. 

" Here I am," says I. 

And be the same token, me head was quite sofl with the 
whiskey, and talking about Dublin' an Naples, and Naples 
an' whiskey, and wather an' Dublin, Dublin an' Naples, 
Naples an' Dublin — ^bad 'cess to me ! but I said the one 
place instead of the other, whin they axed me where I was 
going, d'ye mind ? 

Well, they brought me aboord the ship as dhrunk as a 
'ord, and threw me down in the cellar — the hould, they 
called it, and the divil's own hould it was — wid sacks, 
vigs, praties, an' other passengers, an' thera they left me in 
avendher, like Paddy Ward's pig. 

I fell asleep the first week. Whin I woke up, didn't ' 
aeave a-head in me shtomatics enough to make me back- 
)ODe an' me ribs strike tire I 

" Arrah," says I to meself, says I, "are they ever going 
o take me home?" 

Just thin I h'ard a voice sing out — 

•'There's the bay!" 

That was enough for me. I scrambled up-stliirs till 1 
got on the roof— the deck, they call it — as fast as my legs 
coHld carry me. 

" Land-ho I" sajrs one of the chaps. 

*• Where?" says L 

"There it is," says he. 

'For the love of glory, show me where!" says I. 

"There, over the cat's-head," says he. 

I looked around, but the divil recaive the cat's head or 
dog's tail aither I could see 1 The blaggard stared at me 
as if I was a banshee or a fairy. I gev another look, and 
there was the bay, sure enough, afore me. 

"Arrah, good luck to you !" says I, " but you warm the 
cockles of me heart. But what's come over the Hill of 
Uowtb ?" says L " It used to be a civil, paiceable soort of 
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jk mouDUun, but now it's spluttheripg an' smokin' awa^ 
ilke a grate big lime-kiln. Sure the boys must have lit a 
big bone-fire on top of it, to welcome me I" 

With that, a vagabone that was listeniu' to me, cries out 
in a horse-laugh — 

" Hill of Howth ?" says he. " You're a Grecian— that'a 
not the Hill of Howth." 

"Not the Hill of Howth?" §ayB I. 

"No," says be. "T^at'8 Mount Vesuvius." 

"Aisy, aisyi" says L "Isn't Mount Yesulpheioos in 
Italy?" 

"Yis," says he. 

** An' isn't Italy in France ?" says L 

" Of coorse," says he. 

"An' isn't Prance in Gibl^eralther?" says L 

" To be sure," says he. 

'* An isn't Gibberalther in Russia ?" says I. 

"May-be so," says he. "But we're in Italy, anyhow^ 
this is the Bay of Naples, and that is MouYit Yesuvius." 

" Are you sure?" says I. 

" I am," says he. 

And, be me sowl, it was thrue for him. Sht thip made 
a big hlwndher in takin' me to Naples, v\m I wanted to go 
U) Dublin, d'ye mind 7 



VBp BUD. 
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TONY PASTOR'S 

COMIC SONGSTER. 



THB CLOWN'S CONSOLATI(>NS TO DISCONSOLATE 
PEOPLB. 

Wriiten nd Sang hj Tony Pastor. 

You folks stuck with pain and with grief, 

If you listen unto my narration, 
You will find that there's always r^HefJ 

In a trouble or tight situation: 
A man, when his pocket's run dry, 

For fear of its loss isn't grieving ; 
And he who is sentenced to die, 

Knows he won't have to beg for a livmg. 
Sing td de roL 

Oh! a man with no shirt to his back. 

Needn't pay for its washing or mending : 
And a lady who has but one frock, 

Isn't teased by her friends to be lending. 
A gi«>l without teeth ui her head. 

The tooth-ache and face-ache is lacking; 
And he that's nc shoes to his feet, 

Needn't wear out his brushes with blacking 

A man who his eyesight has lost, 

Isn't taxed for a lamp or a candle; 
An old maid as deaf as a post, 

Isn't pained with the hcariutf of scandal 
1* 
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A man without hair on hia pate, 
Needn't hire a barber to mow it» 

And he with no nose to hia face, 
Can have no occasion to blow it 

A man that's tied np to be hung, 

Gets a choker, a drop, and his board, air 
And a girl without use of her tongue, 

Will not have to eat t^ Tier words, sir. 
A man with his head blown away, 

Can treat all the hatters with scorn, sir; 
And he without feet to his legs, 

Can never be troubled with ccnrns, sir. 

OhI a young girl that can't get a beau, 

Isn't plagned with late hours or squeezing, 
A man who with feyer lies low, 

Needn't fear hell be troubled with freezing 
A scold of whom folks are afraid, 

Isn't troubled with bogus civilities. 
And the female that lives an old nudd, 

Hain't the plague of eocall responsibilitiaaL 



"I CANT SBB JTI" 
Written nd Song by Tony Pastor. 

Of all by-words that flee it^ 
The people all agree it, 
There is none heard, like this by-word 
From all mouths, "' I cmH see UT 

Oh, no, there aint — 

Indeed there ain^ , 
If there is, why, I can't see it 

We thought the States would get it» 
If Congress would agree it; 

But the more they blow, 

We have less show 

Of PKACB— or I can't see it ; 

Ohl I can't, indeed; 
If there is, why, I can't see it 



D git zed by Google 



OOMIC SONaSTBS. 1 

The offioe-hunters flee it, 
The nation^s "pap" to tree it; 
They ^1 their fobs — ^but not their posts ; 
If they do, why, "Ican't see itr* 

Oh, no, I can't — 

Indeed I can't ; 
If they do, why, I can't see It 

We want street cars to flee it 
On Sunday — ^folks decree it ; 
If there's reason why the poor cant ride 
On Sunday, "I can't see it!" 

Oil, no, I can't — 

Indeed I can't; 
If there's reason, '* I can't see it" 

State-office boys must flee it, 
New party rules decree it; 
But, to put out men 
That's faithful been, 
May be right— but " I can't see it I" 
Oh, no, I can't — 
Indeed I can't ; 
If it's rigfit, why, I can't see it 

Should a husband chance to spree it. 
And his wife's warm tongue thus plea it, 
With—" Love, you're tight!" 
"keeling, ma'am — fetch a light, for, re-al-ly, I can*t see it 
I swear, I can't — 
Indeed I can't; 
Indeed, ma'am, I san't see it!" 

To an heiress I did plea it. 
With my love-tale, long as three toei, 
Says I, " 'Neath these clothes, 

A somethmg glowsj" 
Says she— "Sir, I can't see it! 

Oh, no, I can't — 

Indeed I can't; 
l[ndeed, sir, I can't see it ; 

Oh • no— T oan't*** 
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THB AGE OF MAOHINEBT. 

Written and Song bj 'i^*aJ Fattor. 

Air— "5to«y Fm."* 

lurention's moying ear and eye, 

Earth, and air, and soenerj ; 
Peoplo now all live and die 

Bj means of some machinery. 
WeVe machines for saving souls. 

And machines for flying ; 
WeVe machines for darning boles, 

And machines for lieing. 

Chorus — ^Invention's moving, Ar 

(Repeat first Jour Hne§ 

WeVe machines for growing g^rain, 

And for mowing grasses ; 
Machines to kill or cure pain ; 

Machines for taming ass — ^horses. 
We've machines for training bulls, 

In a ?ux>k and Aom, sirs ; 
Machines for making baby-DOLLS, 

And nurse them, made or bom, sirs. 
Invention's moving, fta 

We've machines for rooting out 

The stumps of teeth, or trees, now; 
Machines for curing pigs that root; 

Machines for catching fleas, now. 
We've machines for making guns. 

And brave hearts to bear ^em ; 
Machines for making big hoop-skirts. 

And fair machines to wear them. 

Invention's movmg, Ac 

We've machines for raising ships. 

Done in divers ways, now ; 
Machines for making patent hips, 

^^ Cheek btistles" and stays, now. 
Machines to tame a scolding wifet, 

And for spinning cotton; 
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ICachiDes to bring the dead to life, 
When they're dead, and not forgotten. 
Invention's moving, Aa 

We've machines to hatch an egg, 

And to help us yawn, sir; 
Machines for sawing o£f your leg, 

And to put one on, sir. 
We've machines for milking coirB, 

And for weaving towels ; 
We've machines to move a house, 

And to move our — ^fuels I 

Invention's moving, Ac. 

We've machines for spinning silk, 

And to light a can(Ue ; 
We've machines to make pure milk, 

By working the pwmp-handU t 
We've machines for making petticoats* 

Long-tailed beards, and pens, now ; 
Walking machines, like Billy goats^ 

Tliat some folks take for men now. 

Invention's moving, Ac. 

We've machines to bear news 

Before the news can happen ; 
Macliines to wake you when you choose 

And to set you nappen; 
Ifachines to bring a swamp of hair. 

Out on your naked crown, now; 
Steam "machines" that fire up, 

To put a fire down, now. 

Invention's moving, Ac. 

Machines to take your portraits cheap, 

By the simshine's marking; 
Machines to rock your babes to sleep, 

While nurse and feller's sparking. 
Tims, we've macliines for every art — 

Some large, and some are small, air; 
3at woman and man, that gave them stan 

AlO BE8T MACHINES of all, sir. 

Invention's moving, Aa 
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MEERY MONTH OF MAT. 
As Song by Tony Futor. 

* Twas in the merry monl^ of Maj, 
When bees from flower to flower did hmn; 

Soldiers through the town march'd gay, 
And all resolved to follow the drum ; 

From windows lassos looked a score, 

And neighbors met at every door; 

The soldier lads charm'd ev'ry sight, 

For eyes beam'd with pleasure, hearts danc*d light 
'Twas in the merry month of May, Aic. 

Young Roger swore he'd leave his plough, 

His team and tillage, and all, by gum I 
Of a country life he'd had enough (enow\ 

He'd leave them all and follow the drum. 
He'd leave his thrashing in the bam, 
To thrash his foes right soon he'd lam; 
"With sword in hand he would'nt parley. 
But thrash his foes instead of the barley. 

'Twas in the merry month of May, to 

The cobbler he threw by his awl, 
When aE were glad, he'd ne'er be glum, 

But quick attend to glory's call. 
And Uke a man would follow the drum. 

No more at home he'd be a slave. 

But take his seat amid the brave ; 

In battle's plains none should be prouder, 

'Stead of balls of wax he'd have balls of powder. 
'Twas m the merry month of May, && 

The tailor he got off his knees, 
And to the ranks did boldly come ; 

He said no more he'd sit at his ease. 
But like the lads would follow the drum. 

How he'd lather his foes, good lord I 

When for a bodkin he'd a sword ; 

The foe would find he did'nt wheedle. 

When he'd a spear instead of a needle. 

' Twas in the merry month of May, ika 
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Three old women — the first was lame, 

Tho second was blind, the third nig^ dumb — 
To stay- behind's a burning shame, 

So like the lads we^ll follow the drmn. 
Our wills are good, but lack-a-day. 

To catch the lads we'll have a try for % 
For where there's a will there's always a way, 

So we'll walk a mile or two, if we die for 't 
'Tw|as in the merry month of May, Ac 

Piresented to Tony Pastor, Eaq^ by Jerry MerrifiekL 
ffiv YoBK, May 1(UA, 18«L 



WONDER OF THE AGE. 
Written and Song by Tony Pastor, 

I'd oflen heard when quite a boy 

That I would grow a genius, 
The flower of the fomily 

By ev'ry one who'd seen us ; 
When but a babe on mammy's knee 

Such smartness I displayed, sir, 
I was pronounced oy one and all 

The wonder of the age. 

Baby 

Then as I little older grew 

They sent me off to school, sir. 
My parents they were both resolv'd 

I should not grow a fool, sir. 
In Latin I was quite am fait, 

Geography and grammar 
Astronomy, Ajrithmctic, 

I was a regular stunner. 

School. 

Then when I growed to be a man, 
I threw aside my books, sir. 

The g^s'did smile and wink at mo 
Quite soiitteD with my looks, sir; 
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And very soon I lost mj hearty 
I fell in love with SaUy, 

The sweetest gal I ever saw, 
The pride of Chestnut Yallej. 
Lore 

Then I thought the time had come 

To settle down for life, 
So to the parsons we did go, 

And she hecame my wife. 
So single folks take my advioe, 

Get married and be happy ; 
And then like me you'll quickly be 

A proud and loymg pappy. 

Married Lifa 



THE »ORRIBLB TALK. 
As Song by Tony PMtor, 

Tis an *orrible tale I'm going to tell 
Of sad misfortunes which befell 
A family who once resided 
In the very self-same street as I did. 

Chorus. — ^But oh I it is such an 'orrible tale, 

I'm sure 'twill make your cheek turn pale 
Tour eyes with tears will be overcon^e, 
Tee-wittle, tee-wottle, tee-wittle, tee-wim^. 

They never saw any company, 
Tho' a highly respectable family; 
And erery one grew sadder and sadder-er, 
Till each poor devil grew afraid of the other fellow's shad* 
der-er. 

Then growing tired of this sort of life, 
They determined to quit this world of stnte; 
And being resolved on suicide. 
This is the way they respectivelv died-ed. 
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The father as he in the garden did walk, 
ire cut his throat with a lump of dhalk ; 
The mother an end to her life did put. 
By hanging herself in a toaier-buU, 

The eldest daughter on bended kneen 
Poisoned herself with toasted cheese ; 
The eldest son, a determined young feller, 
He blew out his brains with his umbreller. 

The poor little baby as it lay in the cradle, 
SmoUiei'^d itself in its own pap ladle ; 
The servant gal, when she see'd what it did, 
Choked herself with a saucepan lid. 

The poor miserable cat by the kitchen fire, 
Swallowed the fender, and did expire ; 
The flies on the ceiling, their case was the worst-un, 
They blew themselves up by spontaneous combusticL 



SOUND ON THE GOOSE! 

Written by Fred Shaw. 

A new song Tve got to please you to-night, 
At least on this point you'll say I am right; 
So listen awhile, and I'll try to amuse, 
The subject I've git is, ^^&mnd on the goose.** 

Tlien keep up your pluck, list whDe I smg 
*'Gk) it while you're young" ^^ it is a big thing^^' 
^Every thing is lovdy^^^ and there is no excuse 
For not ^^being gay^" when you're ^*80und on the gcf'seT* 

If you are poor, your friends will pass you by, 
If you are rich, oh I how thoyH roimd you fly; 
Wlien they try that game, why, cut them all loose, 
Say ''you don't see the dodge," for "youVc aovnd on the gocst," 
Then keep up your pluck, Ac. 
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There are many, you know, who always borrow, 
And never pay at all, though they say they will to-morrow 
To all such dead-beats, their demands refuse, 
Say '^you can^t stand tJiepresSf" for **y<m*rtf sound on the goose.*' 
Then keep up your pluck, kc. 

The gals, now-a-days, look so fine and gay. 

As they strike a fast gait up and down Broadway ; 

They talk to the boys, just for an excuse, 

To let them all know " TheyWe sound on iht goose,^^ 

Then keep up your phick, Aa 

One night I took a walk, just for a treat, 
A pretty little girl I chanced to meet ; 
Says L " May I see you home," she oould'nt refuse ; 
Says she, " TouVe a gay hoy^" and " sound on the gooseJ* 
Then keep up your pluck, Ac. 



"STRIKE WHILBI THE JfeOirS HOT." 
Written uid Siui|^ by Tony Pastor. 

Spoken. — ^I am one of the Smiths ; not John Smith — for 
that's everybody ; not Joe Smith, nor Bill Smith, nor Dick 
Smith, nor Gerrit Smith, but a blacksmith — a descendant 
of Pat Lyon, and of the veritable Tubal Cain, the first 
blacksmith, who made the identical horseshoe for Baalam's 
ass! 'I was bom in a forge — ^not in Vulcan's forge, un- 
der Mount uEtna, where they manufacture thunder-bolts 
and "heaven's artillery," that Bill Shakspeare blows 
, about; not in Valley Forge— where the great patriotic 
j artificer, George Washington, forged the thunder-bolts 
of freedom, that, with a dap, knocked King Greorge's 
troops down, like ten-pins — but a good, old-fashioned 
Pennsylvania Smith forgo, where I first raised the wind 
by blowmg the bellows, and learned the great lesson of 
life— to " strike while the iron's hot" 

(8^0.) — ^When a boy, I was a blower 
In the forge of Uncie Bt*iK«, 
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Wliere, promoted to the hammer, 

I from blowing learned to strike; 
But the sparks struck in mj two eyei, 

Till I felt inclined to trot; 
Bays Unde, " If you think to prosper, 

Strike up while the iron*8 hot." 

Ohobus — Strike while the iron^s hot, boy ; 
If you let her cool, you'D fail ; 
A blow in time, upon the spot, 
Ifl always sure to drive the nail 

if in life you are aspiring. 

And, ahead, are bound to go^ 
Always look out for your iron, 

And be ready for the blow. 
If a bargwn you are striking. 

And would liit the precious dime, 
Always have your hammer ready. 

And come down in tlie nick of time. 
Strike while, Ac. 

If you are a politician. 

Striking out to hit a post, 
Don't waste too much wind in blowing. 

But strike before your chance is lost. 
If you are an honest toiler. 

The nation's wealth, and strength, and flower, 
And your boas cuts down your wages. 

Let him fed your worth and power. 
And strike, fta 

If a pretty girl you're sparking. 

Follow up this good old rule. 
Keep up with the tongs and hammer, 

Never let tlie tiling grow cooL 
While you're like a fumaoo sighing. 

From the pincers she may drop ; 
So ptep up quickly to the anvil 

Ajid, if you'd the question po|iv 
Strike while, fta 
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' FLTINa TOUR KITE TOO VP ^ 
Af Bong by Tony Ptetor. 
AbBp—" The EUxir of LontP 

When Doctor Franklin went to catch 

Tbe lightning by the tail, 
He raised his kite high up in air, 

A telegraph bob-ttul ; 
When the lightning came down through ti ^^*^ng^ 

And kicked him in the eye, 
" 0," says he, unto his darkey, 
"Never fly your kite 80 high.** 

Kfasi young man flings out his kite^ 

In a two-Jrortyrun, 
And, with his daddy's money. 

Goes in for every fim, 
He finds his cash is running shorty 

With throat and pockets dry; 
His daddy says, "That serves you rig^t ' 

Tou're^yin^ yowr kite loo high!" 

To catch some wealthy heiress. 

He gives his kite a swing, 
He pays out to an airy height, 

And goes his length of string ; 
The lady, she is charmed to see 

His bob-taU spreading nigh ; 
She says, " Who is that sweet young man, 

TJuU^sflymg hia kite so highV^ 

They soon get strung together. 

And run out all their cash ; 
His tradesmen cut his paper notes, 

And she can't cut a dash ; 
With bills for dress, ei cetera^ 

She, at him, now does fly ; 
"My dear," says he, "I can't pay outj 

You're flying your kite too high!" 

He goes to dubs, or somewhere else. 
And he comes home rather lata 
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She fin«i« he's been a drinking. 

And idle aims to pull his pate ; 
He strikes a tbreat'ning attitude, 

And utters this reply: 
*' My dear, unless you'd raise a mnM, 

Don't fly your kite so high." 

The girls of Young America, 

Kow spread their kites at ten ; 
Where once they thought of dolls and toys, 

They now think of the men ; 
When for the newest fashions. 

Newest beaux, and tales they sigh, 
Their mamas say, " My dearest girls, 

TouWe flying yovr kites too high," 

I went to see a lady dance, 

At a theatre show. 
She showed her stocldngs up as far 

As the law would well allow; 
"Ohl isn't she an angel I" 

Said a fellow who sat nigh; 
Says I, " I guess she must be, 

For she flies her kite so high." 



THE GOOSE HANGS HIGH 

Original verses by Tony Pastor, 

Am — Ky-h-ky. 

The fast young man of fiishion, how he spreads upon tlM 

street. 
And gazes at the ladies and their pretty pink feet : 
He curls up his moustachios and winks upon the sly. 
Crying " every thing is lovely, and Uie goose hangs high.^ 

The soft romantic lady, when she feels the singe of love, 
She thinks her dear Augustus is an angel from above ; 
"With my *gustus' in a cottage," says she, "I'd live and 

die. 
For every thing '*a lovely, and (he goose Jiangs higK" 
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SeoHAtion politicians, when thej mount tha boards, 
Thej tickle up the voters, calling them creation's lords; 
Crying out, "Dear fellow-citizens, for you I'm here to die," 
For ihey see a good fat office, and the ffoose hangs high. 

A lover sits at courting with a cautious maid, 
He asks her to sit closer, but she seems to be afraid ; 
She says, " My mother tdls me of lovers to be shy^ 
When they all get too loving, and (he goose hangs fUgK** 

A lady and her husband in a " secession" row, 

They both " coerce," talk of divorce, and split the padlock 

vow; ♦ 

She has a fit, they pout a bit, then at each other sigh 
TiU every thing looks lovely, and the goose hangs high, 

I Ve sung to you about the goose, on that thing and on this, 
I hope she'll dap her good old wings, but not upon me hiss^ 
And if I've proved a good egg. and a smile brought to you, 

eye. 
Why every thing is lovely, and the goose hangs high. 



BE SURE A THING WILL PAY. 

Written uid Song by Tony PMtor. 

AjBr—^* Washing Day.^ 

Now rushing things are all the go. 

In every sort of way ; 
But folks before you start a show, 

First think how it will pay ; 
There's many a duck on purse or pluck 

Spreads and makes a splash, 
The platform mounts before he counts 

And down he falls co-smash. 

Spokin — ^Bust up boiler-blower, boots and breeches. 

CflOEUS— For that's the end, you may depend, 
It's splash and crash each day ; 
Before you spread, just squint a-head. 
And think how it will pay. 
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OiiF voters spend their time and Hn 

In monj a torchlight show, 
^\nd round the stump get many a thiunp, 

To hear the speakers blow ; 
And when their candidates get in. 

He thumbs his nose this way {tmitaUs), 
They homeward creep like poor sheared sheep, 

Crying, " This machine don't pay. 

BPOKtiS — And they are ready to sell out caps, capes, bad- 
ges, and buttons. 
^ For that's the end, Ac, 

We welcome foreign lions in, 

From every distant land, 
English, Japanese, and Turks, 

And make parades quite grand ; 
We spend our labor, time and tin 

To make a tall display. 
And when we come to foot the bill 

We find it does'nt pay. 

For that's the end, Ac 

Old maids and widows advertise 

In papers for a man ; 
Tliey meet and treat, seem very sweet. 

And tie knots if they can. 
In borrowed fizins they are spliced, 

And in a single day 
They find each other bogus were. 

And that will never pay. 

Spoken. — Played out— dead selL 

For that^s the end, Ac. 

The Banks have got a panic up 

Upon the South's dissension, 
And all go in to keep our tin 

And rob us by suspension ; 
They make the people keep their rags. 

And hide their cash away ; 
But if they come the dodge too strong, 

Theyll find it will not pay. 

For thafs the end. ic 
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A BIO THING ON ICE. 

Or xnle Song. Written and Bung bj Tonj PmSot. 

Am—" Bow-wow-wow.^* 

Flash sayiiigs now are all the go, 

And flash around the town, nr, 
And of all the sayings that I know, 

Of more or less renown, «tr, 
I hardly thmk that I can tell 

A much more strange deyioe, iiff 
Than when a fellow's doing well, 

It's a big thing on ice, sir. 

That's just so ; fol-ri-too-ral4oa Thai's just 8C 

Now when a fellow has a glii, 

He swears she is a daisy, 
He praises each luxuriant curl, 

With love he's nearly crazy; 
He tells around to all his friends 

He's got a thing so nice, sir; 
And his boasting talk, he never ends, 

It's such a big thing on ice, sir. 

That's just so ; Ac. 

At last they're married, and they taste 

The sweets of married life, «tr, 
He finds he has'nt got, in his haste, 

An angel for a wife, sir; 
And when his friends all loudly laugh 

At his matrimonial slice, sir^ 
He rather thinks his better half 

Has the biggest thing on ice, sir. 

That's just so; Ac. 

How often does it come to pass, 

All over this creation, 
When a fellow gets a legacy, 

Left by some rich relation, 
A few thousand dollars, any way, 

Come in so mighty nice, sir; 
And everbody wUl quickly say. 

What a big thing on ice, sir. 

That's just so; Ac 
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Kow when a fellow is dead broke, 

And has'nt got a cent, «tr, 
With mortification hell nearlj choice^ 

When his money is all spent, sir; 
But if he C00II7 trusts to luck, 

Gtets rich by cards or dice, sir 
The people all will loudly cryj 

What a big thmg on ice, sir. 

That's just so; to 



OULD IRISH STEW. 
Written for W. O'Nell, by Tony Pastor, 
* OoltrnMs the gsm of the Ocean,** 

rVe traverd across the wide ocean, 
Sweet Ireland, IVe bid you adieu, 
But my heart is fill'd wid emotion. 

When I think of your good old Irish Stew. 
The smell of that same to my nostril. 

For ever to my stomach will be true, 
Far above all dishes in the world, 
There's nothing lek a good Irish Stew. 

Hurrah for the ould Irish Stew, {repecitj 
Wid the mate, the onions and praties, 
Hurroo for the ould Irish Stew. 

At night from your work you're returning, . 

There's a sweet welcome smile at the door, 
The fire so cheerfully burning. 

You know what a treat you've in store ; 
Wid an appetite monarch's might envy. 

The dish is now brought to your view, 
You forget all the world and its troubles. 

When eating a good Irish Stew. 

Hurrah for the ould Irish Stew, ko. 

Should friends and relations desert you, 
Or sickness your pathway pursue, 

To cheer you there's nothing has the virtue 
Of a fat, greasy hot Irish Stew. 
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I'm the father of nine little babies, 
And I'll soon have another one too, 

And I think this large increase in mj fiunilj 
Is bekase we all eat Irish Stew. 

Hurrah for the ould Irish Stew, kc 



NICK NOT AT HOME. 

As Song by Tonj FuUn, 

Am — ^^Derry DownJ* 

Mr. Nicholson, aliaa old Harrj, 'tis said, 
A whimsical notion took into his head,— 
That he'd paj us a visit to earth, the old dog;, . 
And like other great men he would travel incog, 

Derry Down, Ao. 

So dress'd in the very tip top of the ton, 
Through Broadway old Harry went swaggering on • 
But sudden, old Sulphur, he gave a great start, 
Some one cried, " that kiddy goes devflisk smart" 

Derry Down, &a, 

" What, found out I by Styr," cried old Harry, " so soon, 
I must shift my attire, and alter my tune ;" 
'Twas no sooner said than 'twas done, and again 
Some dandy lisped out, "gad he's devUish plaint 

Derry Down, Aa, 

He shifted and chang'd like old Proteus of yore. 
He was devilish rich and was devilish poor ; 
Was deviUsh hladk, and was devilish white^ 
Was devilish wrongs and was deviUsh rigid. 

Derry Down, Ac, 

If witty he talk'd, he was deviUsh 'oiffe, 

If silent he sat, he was deviUsh muie ; 

He was devilish dnmky if he chanced to get mellow, 

If absteuiious, a dm^isA^o&tfr old. fellow. 

Derry Down, &a 
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He wad devilish short ai^d was devilish tdO^ 
Sat devilish stiU^ like a devil would bawl ; 
Was devilish sorry was devilish glad, 
Was devilish good or was devilish had, 

Denj Down, lo. 

He was devilish hat and was devilish cold; 
Was devilish young and was devilish old; 
He would kmgh like a devil, would pun like a wit, 
And give as 'twas reckoned, a devilish good hit. 

Deny Down, ia 

He was devilish vulgar, he was devilish polite, 
Was devilish duU or was devilish bright; 
" The cap fitted," he cried, " I on earth will not stay. 
At discerning, these blades, have the devils own way." 

Deny Down, fta 

He threw oflf disguise and set off down below, 
The place I won't mention, but all of you know ; 
When pleased he is devilish good humor' d-endugh, 
Just then he went off in a devilish huff. 

Derry Down, Ac. 

Now having concluded my devilish song, 
I hope you won't out, ** 'tis devilish long ;" 
But assist my endeavors, a devilish good cause^ 
And give me a devilish good round of applause. 

Berrj Down, A&. 



COXTLDira STAND THE PRESS. 
As Song by Tony Plwtor. 

I'm gomg to sing a song, 
I feel so much perplexed, 

I'll try to get along. 
And so I'll take my text • 

Where my text is found 
I'm s'lre you couldn't guess-* 
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y 
Spokkm— - Twill find iiinthe fomteerUh ehapt^ qf Webitar** 
Dictionary f where it states £mphaticaUy that 
He couldn't stand the press. 

I started a paper here, 

Wheo papers were in vogue — 
I started m and called 

A man in town a rogue ; 
And broke the laws I guess — 
BPOKKf^Be hitfM an awfid hiaWf I told him not todotha 
again, /or if he did 

I couldnH stand the press. 

I went in a drinking housSi 

I felt a Uttle dry, 
I went up to the bar, 

Called for a glass of "rye ;** 
He pointed to a sign, 

'Twas nothing more or less — 
Spocsn — " Ko trust at this bar ;^ so, as I had no money 
He couldn't stand the press. 

I next a courting went, 

Upon a Sunday night, 
I tried my best to be 

Exceedingly polite; 
I plead with Mary Ann 

My future life to bless — 

Spoken — Site looked at me for a few minuteSy and said sks 
Ufouid like to get married, bid she was afraid 
&e couldn't stand the press. 

So now I'll end my song; 

In that youll say I'm right, 
If you'll call in again, 

I'll sing some other night ; 
Our prices here are small, 
They couldn't well be 1 
Spoken — So, wTunever you can, give us a call; we* J wt ^ou 
in for nothing, but times are so Jtard 

We couldn^t stand the press. 
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« PLATED OUT." 
Ab Snug by Tony Pastor. 
AiB — " King and Countryman.** 
New " bye-words" come up every year, 
Which all round, up and down we hear. 
There's one, which all around folks shout, 
And all of you know it is " played out*' 

Choeus — With ri-tooral-loo-retoo-raloa 

If yon happen to owe a man a bill. 

And dodge it with new excuses still, 

And tell him you'U paj next week, no doubt. 

He'll quickly reply, " OarMf (haf a played <mV* 

With ri-too, Ac 

When on some evening out you roam, 
And rather late come creeping home ; 
** Where have you been staying," your wife bawls out 
** I was kept at the lodge." She cries, ** tJiat^s played okI**- 

'Ri-too Ac 

Tou go home to dine, quite ripe for feeding ; 
The cook or wife's been gadding or reading ; 
They say, ^'Butcher came late, and the fire went out,** 
You bang at the plate, crying, ** thaCs played ouV* 

Ri-too, Ac., 

Tou go to a dub for wine and wit, 
And in nice expectation sit; 
You hear a stale joke, and angry shout, 
•*0h! dry up, old boss, t?uU's played oat'* 

Ri-too, Ac. 

The politician will mount the stump 
And swear his man and measure a trump, 
foii've heard it before, and are apt to shout, 
With your thumb to your nose, " that's played ouV* 

Ri-too, Aa 

Your gay wife sees rich jewels and dresses, 
A.nd tickles you round with fond caresses, 
With her eyes on your pocket or thereabout, 
Till you give her a cooler with, ** that*a played ouV 

Ri-too, Aa 
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A coughing old buck of sixty-five — 

He sees a young beautj — ^feels all alive; 

With his purse in his hand, he comes bowing about^ 

•Says she, **01d dad, jou^re aHpiayedouV* 

lU-too, Ac. 

Although our States may have some jars, 
Should a foreign power insult our stars, 
The country united will set up a shout. 
And we'll show 'em Columbians are never piayed out 

Bi-too, Ac 



THB TICKLER. 

Ab Sanf by Tony Futor. 

There was a young man, as IVe heard say, 
That tickled everything that came in his way. 

With his high fol de de de. 

He tickled his father, he tickled his mother, 
He tickled his sister, he tickled his brother; 
And he wasn't content with tickling Mat, 
But he tickled the dog, and he tickled the cat 

With his higho fiddle de de 

n d tickled the pigeon, he tickled the wren, 
Se u'jrled the cock, and he tickled the hen. 

WithhiSffto 

bo tickled the cow, and he tickled the calf, 
Ho tidded the duck till he made it laugh; 
He tickled the cook, he tickled the maid. 
And he tickled the pig till he made him afraid. 

With his, ko 

He tickled the lion, he tickled the lamb, 
He tickled the tiger, he tickled the ram. ^ 

With his, fta 

He tickled the horse, he tickled the mare, 
And tickled the girl« at a ooi:r.^-v %ir. 
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There was never known such a tickling job, 
For after he*d done, he got tickling a snob. 

With his, Ao 

This tickling man was so tickling bent, 

That he ticlded the landlord right out of his rent 

With hifl, Aa 

He went out a tickling without any coat, 
And he caught a sad tickling pain in his throat; 
And that worst of all ticklers, grim Mister. Death, 
He tickled this tickler right out of his breath. 

With his, AcL 



WHOLB HOG OR NONB. 
Ab Bong by Tony Pastor. 

Oome, give me your attention, 

And I'll sing a little ditty. 
Of many sights that I have seen^ 

You must not think me witty — 
Of fashions that have met my eye; 

*Twill cause a little fun ; 
111 show you how the people go 

The whole hog or none. 

Chobus — Law I bless your soul. 

It is the truth I tell you, honey 

SYMPHONY. 

The people all act so strangely and so very funny, 
Eyeiybcxly's bound to go the whole hog or none. 

Why is it that our ladies 

Are deep in husband's books, 
With silks and satins loaded down. 

With such tremendous hoops? 
And if their husbands do complain, 
* She quick to him will nm — 
"My dear," says she, "you know I go 
• The whole hog or none.* ** 

Law! bless you, Aa 
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Our fathers fought for freedom I 

Throughout Sais happy landf 
And we'll protect it with our lives, 

United hand in hand. 
Let North, South, East, and West, 

Be brothers every one; 
And in our strength we'll ever go 

"The whole hog or none." 

Law I bless you, A«. 

The Mormons out in Utah, 

They've beon kicking up a fuss. 
And now they've held their noisy tongues, 

It only made it worse ; 
Old Brigham Young has sixty wives, 
* While I'm content with one; 
I think Old Brigham's trying to go 

** The whole hog or none.'* 

Law I bless you, 4a 



JOE BOWERS. 

AA Song by Tony Pastor. 

My name is Joe Bowers, I've got a brother Ike, 
I came from old Missouri, all the way from " Pike." 
I'U tell you why I left thar, and why I came to roam, 
And leave my poor old manuny, so far away from home. 

I used to court a gal there, her name was Sally Black, . 
I axed if she'd marry me, she said it was a whack ; 
Says she to me, " Joe Bowers, before we hitch for life. 
You ought to get a little home to keep your httle wife." 

"Oh I Sally— dearest Sally I— oh I SaUy, for your sake, 
I'll go to California, and try to raise a stake." 
Says she, to me, "Joe Bowers, you are the man to%in, 
Here's a kiss to bind the bargain," and she hove a dozen iiL 

When I got to that country, I hadn't " nary red," 

I had such wolfish feelings, I wished myself most dead ; 
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But the thoughts of mj dear Sallj soon made them fcclina 
And whispered hopes to Bowers — ^I wish I had 'em yii. 

At length I went to mining, put in my biggest licks, 
Went down upon the boulders just like a ti^ousand bricks ^ 
I worked both late and earlj, in rain, in sun, in snow, 
I was working for my Sallj, 'twas all the same for Joe. 

At length I got a letter from my dear brother Ike, 

It came from old Missouri, all the way from Pike ; 

It brought to me the damdest news that ever you did hear, 

My hes^ is abnost busting so pray excuse this tear. 

It said that Sal was false to me, her love for me had fled. 
She'd got married to a butcher, the butcher's hair was rod, 
And more than that the letter said — it's enough to make me 

swear, — 
That Sally had a baby, the baby had red hair. 

Now I've toM you all I can about this sad affair, 
'Bout Sally marrying a butcher, that butcher wit^ redJunr; 
But whether 'twas a boy or gal child the letter never said, 
[t only said that the baby's hair was inclined to be red. 



THE RAGGED COAT. 
As Song by Tony Pastor, with nnboimded applftiiae. 

Oh I what a world of flummery, there's nothing but deceit 
in it. 
So you will find through life, e'er as you travel on ; 
Old and young, rich and poor, every one you meet in it, 

Tis the same, I will maintain, and prove it in my song; 
When T was poor I found that friends seldom e'er cUd heed 
me, 
Til^ a rich one died and left me cash, which -set me nil 
aloat. 
So then I had money> but I kept it quite a secret. 
And to fathom out deception I put on a ragged coat 
3* 



DgitzedbyGgOgle 



80 TONY PASTOR'S 

I thought my fHends I would try, as I had so many, 

At least so they professed to be, at Brooklyn, Mr. Ford. 
And as a tri;^ by steamboat would be as cheap as any, 
I went down to the ferry-boat and quickly stepped on 
board, 
When I heard a silly puppy say, though lowly he did 
breathe it, 
Tis a shame to let a raggod .man on board of a steam- 
boat. 
Says I, you spooney rascal, there's a good heart beats be- 
neath it 
Don't despise a man because he wears a ragged coat 



My journey being ended, I placed my foot on shore, sirs, 

Glad enough I was of such a crew to get reUef, 
I went to the house, and knocked at the doors, sirs, 

The people all kept eyeing me, as though I was a thief; 
The door was banged against my face, with many a bitter 
snarlf sirs, 
When I shouted loud, Qood Mister Ford, I come to pay 
a note. 
I beg your pardon, sir, says he, come step into the parlor, 
We thought you were a begging, when we saw yom 
ragged coat 

A chair was quickly placed for me and down I sat instanter, 
Tou've come from town, you must be tired, pray stop 
here and dine; 
Jane, bring the glasses, likewise the decanters, 

I think you will find that is most excellent port wine. . 
Tour wine you may keep, though I got this ragged dress 
on, 
I tell yoi'. what! I changed my mind, I mean to keep my 
note. 
And put it to some better use ; so let this be a warning, 
Don't despise a man because he wears a ragged coat 

Next I went a courting the brisk young widow Moore, air 
I went to the house and boldly I proposed. 



D git zed by Google 



UUUIO SONeSTEB. 31 

Uj suit I pressed, but she exclaimed, praj show this knave 
the door sir, 
At the sight of mj appearanoe she soon tumefli up her nose. 
Bat when I showed my bag of gcdd, she fain would be a 
talker, 
At the sight of all mj monej she quickly changed her 
note, 
Says I, I'm off, dear madam, tis time my name is Walker, 
Don't despise a man because he wears a ragged coat 

Never trust to appearances, they often will deceive you, 

Tis not the gaudy Peacock turns most faithful bird, 
*Ti8 not your wealthy relatives stand forward to relieve you, 
Trust not those who raise their nose, the thought is quite 
absurd. 
But when of those deceitful firienda. this country has a 
clearance, 
Down life's tide there's many a bark, once more will 
proudly float. 
So mark ray moral well, now don't trust to one's appearance, 
For there's many an honest heart beats bencaUi a rag- 
god coat. 



FOLKS THAT PUT ON AIRS. 
Ab Sung by Tony Pastor. 

Oh, white folks listen, idU you now, 

This darkey is gwine to sing ; 
I've hit upon a subject now, 

I think will be the thing. 
I never like to mix at all 

With any one's affairs, 
But my opinion am just now 

'Bout folks that put on airs. 

CuoBUS — ^No use talking, no use talking; 
It's so now ev^ry where, 
Tu do as folks of fashion do, 
Tou've got to put on airs. 
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De Politiciazi, first of aU, 

On lection day will stand, 
And every man dat passes hj, 

He^il shake him bj the han^ 
But when he gets a good fat job, 

For dat am all he cares, 
He thinks himself some pumpkins den, 

0, don't he put on airs. 

No use talking, ko. 

When a gal gets *bout sixteen, 

She 'gins to think she's some, 
A. fop dkt sports a big moustache, 

She kinder likes to come ; 
Two hours 'fore de lookin'-glass, 

To meet him, she prepares, 
And when she gets her fixins on, 

0, don't she put on airs I 

No use talking, Ac 

A boy, too, when he's Iwut half-grown. 

Although he's " nary red," 
Has lots of hair around his mouth. 

But none upon his head. 
He patronize^ tailor shops, 

G^ts trust for all he wears, 
And when he goes amongst de gals, 

0, don't he put on airs ! 

No use talking, Ac 

Dwr's de great Atlantic Cable, 

Some time ago 'twas laid, 
Both Unde Sam and Johnny Bull 

Den thought their fortunes made. 
Somehow or other, I don't know. 

But folks dat hold de shares, 
Begin to kinder think de thing ' 

Am puttin' on some airs. 

No use talking, Ao 
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jJia true, we TanXees go ahead, 

In all we imddrt.:iii:e ; 
Theresa Ten Broeck aiid great Barej, tdo, 

Cui BritiBh horses break. 
Dar*8 Morphy, next — a Chessman— he 

His laurels proudly wears ; 
Old Johnny Bull can't come to tea^ 

And needn't put on airs. 

No use telldn^, &a 



THE yano:b quilting parti 

AiB — " Yankee Manufaokire,^ 
Ab Sung by Tony Pasfeor. 

'Twas down at Major Parsons' house, 

The gs^ they had a quiltin\ 
Just for to show their handsome lookSi 

And have a little jiltip', 
There was Deacon Jones' darter Sal, 

And Squire Wheeler's Mary; 
And General Carter's youngest gai. 

That looked just like a fauy. 

Oh I diddlb daddle, Ac. 

There was Martha Brown and Fanny White, 

And the Parson's darter Betty, 
Miss Femine Pinkhom, Prudence Short, 

And Major Downing's Hetty. 
But if there was a handsome gal. 

To make a fellow's heart right, 
I guess it was, by all accounts. 

Miss Carolina Cartwright 

Oh I diddle daddle, Aa 

Well, as we was a whirling the plate. 
And playing at hunt the slipper— «■ 

Jerusha Parsons went to get 
Some cider in a dipper ; 
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But Just 18 she had left the room, 

And gone into the entry, 
8he guy a Bcream, and stood stock-stOl, 

Just like a frozen Eeatry. 

OhI diddle daddle, Acl 

We all run out, there I swow, 

Both hugging like creation, 
Kiss Cartwright and Sam Jcmes we saw 

A kissing like tarnation. 
Oh 1 such a laugh as we set up, 

You never heard a finer-^ 
Says I, I reckon kissing's <Aeap^ 

DonH jou, Miss Carolina ? 

Ohl diddle daddle, Ac 

If you'd have seen Miss Cartwright blush. 

She looked as if she'd painted, 
She said she had the colic, 

And in Samuel's arms had ftunted. 
Now all young gals to you Td say, 

When you go to a frolic, 
DonH let the fellers hug and kiss 

Unless you have got the colia 

Oh 1 diddle daddle, ko. 



DOJSTT THINK MUCH OP YOU. 
At Sang by Tony Pistor. 

Since facts are now all the go^ 

In getting up a song, 
I hope you will attention pay, 

For I'll not detain you long 
If I do a little tantalize. 

You must not get in a stew, 
For ""m a free-and-easy lad, 

And I don't chink much of yoo. 



D git zed by Google 



OOMIO 80VG8TBB. 

There is a cove, way oyer there, 

Who thinks himself a swell, 
B7 keeping up appearances, 

He thinks he does it well; 
He'd in and out of every sport, 

And everything that's new, 
You are the fop I thought you were. 

And I don't think much of you. 

You needn't laugh nor crack your jokes, 

You seem at him to scoff, 
I tell you if you stay here long. 

That I shall take you off. 
Your feelings I don't wish to hurt. 

Upon my word it's true. 
You make a shift without a shirti 

And I don't think much of you. 

I've got my eye upon you now, 

You seem to be a spark. 
You're great for sparking all the girls, 

But it's always in the dark ; 
Beware, young man, leave off your tricky 

Ot dearly you shall rue, 
I know you think much of yourseltj 

But I don't think much of yoi 

You need not laugh so much, 

You're not so very bright. 
You know that often when you're out, 

You do not do what's right; 
Your father's coat you put up the epout^ 

But that is nothing new. 
For Sing Sing sure will be your ind. 

So I don't think much of you. 

Ill have a cut at you, the next, 

You seem so mighty proud, 
The dress you wear yot don't ooi>^paro 

With others to the crowd: 
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But however you may get jour dotliMi 

It makes no odds to you, 
The tailov is a crylmg out, 

I don't think mu<£ of yoa. 

I think I had better ctop my ohMi, 

And not to make too free^ 
For if I've tried to make jron laugh, 

Pray don't think hard of me ; 
For what I said was all in jest, 

Believe me, it is true, 
I hope you'll think as much of me 

As I do think of you. 



THB GOOT LAGEB BBEB. 

At Sung by Tony Pistor. 

m sing you a song 

Dat youll all like to hear, 
1^ apout te drink dat sobers you, 

And feels so goot right here. 
It is goot i»r de bowels, 
' It is goot for de head, 

It is goot to make a dinner. 
Mid de Switzer kaze and bread. 
Ohobus — 'Tis de goot lager beer, de nice lager beer, 

Dere is nothing in de world like de goot lagcr beei. 

It is goot for de husband, 

It is goot for de frow, 
It is goot for her temper. 

When she would kick up a row; 
It is goot for de paby, 

When it feels a little queer, 
And goot for de belly-grubs 

Is de goot lager beer. 

*Tis de goot lager beer, Acl 
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It is goot for politidans, 

When they want to catch a yote^ 
It is goot to keep de lies 

Prom sticking in their throat f 
It is goot for de Congressmen, 

When thej go to fight a duel, 
For they couldn't hit each other 

From a jackass or a mule. 

Tis de goot lager beer, kc 

It is goot for de maidens, 

When they get up de love sk^ 
It cures de hysterics, 

Till their face shines like a brick. 
Jt is goot for de flsushiou, 

And it sayes de hoop-skirts fine, 
For when they drinks a barrel up, 

They needs no crinoline. 

'Tis de goot lager beer, Ac. 

It is goot for de preacher. 

When he preach off the church rool^ 
For he'll baptize you with lager. 

Till he makes you devil proof! 
It is bad for de doctors, 

For it don't make folk get sick, 
And it makes them kick his jalap 

To the beer vaults of Old Nick. 

'Tis de goot lager beer, Aa 

It is goot for do fellows. 

When they want to have no spark, 
For it tiddes up their courage 

Till they come right to the mark. 
It is goot for de ga^ 

When she wants to catch a feUow, 
For it makes her shust as cunning 

Ah a mice down in de cellar. 

'Tis^e goot Isi^r beer, te 
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It ia goot for your sweetheart, 

When the question you does pop, 
For shg's sure to answer " Yes, sk-e ," 

When she's taken a small drop. 
And when the knot am tied and spliced, 

You never need to fear, 
For shell say " Yes" to anything 

If you gives her lager beer. 

' Tis de goot lager beer, Ac 

It is goot for de debtor, • 

When he gets in a tight place, 
If dere's no gold in his podket. 

It puts brass into his face. 
It is goot for spirit rapping, 

And a medium very dear, 
You can set the tables tipping 

By enough of lager beer. 

'Tis de goot lager beer, Ic. 

It is goot for matrimony, 

Bemuse it makes de frow feel blessed, 
For it brings her milk of woman kindness. 

Into all her breast. * 

I have got a nice young wife 

And a little paby dear, 
And it all come of her drinking 

Of de goot lager beer. 

Tis de goot lager beer, Ac 



flOMETHINa NEW TO WEAR. 

As Song by Tony Paator. 

Pm going to sing a soog just right to suit the times. 
About the things we have to wear, hoops, silks, and 

crinolhie, 
For when you look around, for friends you need not care, 
Provided you look pretty ^3ll^ and have good things to 

wear.t 
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• 

Ohokos — 0, yes weTl have good things to wear, 
0, yes well have good things to wear. 
You look so very neat, walldng ^ the square, 
With hoops, silks, and crinoline, and such good 
things to wear. 

Don't say yon will not go to parties or to balls. 

Because you feel you're not just so, in the fashion of th« 

fan, 

For there's that brockade gingham, Oh, where. Oh, tell me 

where, • 
Aje all those little notions, I bought last week to wear ? 

0, yes we'll have, Acl 

There's that little bonnet, it looks so very neat, 
It's like a beautiful bouquet, aroimd your faces sweet, 
I think it cost you forty, don't pout your face so fair, 
ilthough it is 80 costly, you shall have good things to 
wear. 

0, yes well have, Ac 



THINK OF TOUR HEAD IN THE MORNXNG. 
At Sung by Tony FiMtor. 

Tom Jennings, who never could drinking avoid, 

Though VOMTS he always was making; 
For after each rout was always annoyed 

With a nervousness and a head aching. 
Gk>ing out to a party one evening last week, 

Uis wife said to him, as a warning, 
*^Be careful, dear Tommy, and mind what you take. 

And think of your head in the morning." 

Think of your head, think of your head, 
Think of your head in the morning. 

He promised sincerely to bear it in mind, 

At supper, at first he was cautious, 
AlUieugh very nice U\e lager did find, 

He sipped it as though it was naueooos ; 
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But lager will tLe best resolution destroy, 

By degrees he forgot his wife's warning, 
He would say with each glass, "Be careful, my boy, 

And think of your head in the morning." 
Think of your head, Ac 

In the course of the night he was ask'd fat a toast, 

He gave, like a man of discerning, 
" Here's the friend we can trust, the girl we love b«8k 

And think of your heads in the morning." 
** 0, bravo," say they — " that's a capital say,"** 

And they rose up, their glasses all turning, 

[Spoken, — ^Mr. Jenning's sentiments — ^hip, hip, hurnk j 

And oh, the poor heads in the morning. 
Oh, the poor heads, ko. 

At leaving the party, witli drink nearly blind, 

He ran against a jiost in returning. 
He turned round and said, " That's very unkind, 

Just think of my head in the morning." 
He rolled in the gutter, " Tliat's very ill-bred. 

You might, sir, have gfiveu me warning," 
And all covered with mud he laid there and said, 

"Slian't I look spruce in the morning." 
Shan't I look spruce, Ac. 

At last he reached home, his hat without crown, 
He says to his wife, rather fawning, 

[Spoken — My dear, my dear, I've been struck by a brute* 
because I just merely said to him,] 

" Think of my head in the morning." 
He was tipsy, for bed so he. rolled on the floor. 
How he caught it for scorning his wife's warning, 

[Spoken — you good for nothing man, to go and get in- 
toxicated when I told you not to. — My dear, say no 
more, I've been inebriated and I am sorry, sorry for H ; 
if you've no respect for me, why don't you] 

Think of my head in the morning. 

Think of my head, think of my head, 
Think of my head in the morning. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



«• 



OOIIIO SONGSTER. 

THE LAZY OLtJB. 
As Bong by Tony FMtor. 

liy wife is such a lazy Turk, 
She will not do a bit of work, 
8he says she isn't such a flat, 
Hard work will never make her fat 
But in the morning when she wakes. 
Her breakfast up stairs then she takes, 
She treats herself to toast and shrub^ 
Since she joined the Lazy Club, 

Skiddy my dig, ri-to-ra-lo^ Ac 

When she takes it in her head, 
She makes me lift her out of bed, 
To say a word I do not dare, 
But place her in an easy chair. 
To stir a peg it seems a crime, 
Why there she sits till supper time. 
While Vm obliged to cook the grub. 
Because she's joined the Lazy Club. 

Skiddy mi dig, fto. 

Uj eldest daughter's just as bad, 
I really think she's lazy mad, 
She seems too lazy now to talk. 
And scarce seems half inclined to walk!; 
Her tongue is never free from scolds, 
Her shoes are always full of holes. 
Her dress is never free from mud, 
In honor of the Lazy Club. 

Skiddy mi dig, Ac 

My dutiful son shows off his airs. 
He cannot sit without three .chairs, 
And pretends he's got the gout. 
And wants me then to carry him about 
He is too lazy to go to bed, 
So snores upon the chairs instead ; 
Wanted me to give his boots a rub, 
In honor of the Lazy Club. 

Skiddy mi dig, Ac. 
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We keep a girl, about sixteen, 

To mind the house and keep it dean ; 

But, lawks I she's such a lazy elf| 

I'm obliged to do it all myself; 

And if I ask her then to stir, 

She says I ought to wait on her, 

And give the yard and the kitchen a sorub, 

In honor of the Lazy Club. 

Skiddy mi dig, kc 

We keep a very lazy dog^ 
Who lays about just like a log ; 
He seems too lazy to wag hia taO, 
And tries to imitate the snail ; 
Before the fire all m a heap; 
Why there he lies — goes fast to sleop-^ 
And, lawks I he is such a lazy chub, 
I thhik he's joined the Lazy Club. 

Skiddy mi dig, Ac. 

And now I am in a pretty mess, 
Through their cursed laziness; 
•And now my debts I cannot pay, 
In prison shall be obliged to lay ; 
When I am there^the lazy elves — 
They'll be obliged to help themselyes, 
And no doubt when they're in want of grub, 
They must get it from tike Lazy Club. 

Skiddy mi dig, Ac. 



BILLY, I HAVE MISS'D YOU. 

tPARODT ON **WILLIB, WB HAVE IflSS'D TOU."^ 
Written by <X Blomaii, and Song by Tony PMlor. 

Oh I Billy, on the tight, dear, 

Oft you come home, 
So it is nothing new, dear, 

But I wish you would not roam ; 
You're muddling your poor pate, 

And you're ruining your voice, 
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Quite unsteadj is jour footstep, 
Why make such a life your choice? 

m make music on your ear, 
If night after night you roam, 

Ob 1 Baiy, I have miss'd you, 
Then, Billy, do come homel 

You're in the Station nightly. 

But one night of all, 
The light was burning brightly, 

I heard my Billy fall; 
Our little ones jumped up, 

And the bed-clothes off they cast, 
Each eye look'd like a winkle. 

Then they slept again quite fast; 
I thought 1 heard your voice. 

Shouting out " Some love to roam," 
Oh I Billy, I have miss'd you, 

Now, drunken, you come home I 

I feel quite sad about you. 

Very, very queer, 
Some night I'll come and rout you. 

While seated o'er your cheer; 
I'll send and have you watch'd. 

Though the watdier I have to pay 
He shall follow all your footsteps, 

And find where you go astray. 
I'll not be iU-used in vain. 

For your head I'll surely comb; 
Oh I Billy, I have missed you. 
So look out when you come home I 



THE FARMER'S ALPHABET. 

Aft Bang by Tony F&stor. 

Am — ".aw, wow^ wowJ" 

Our fiirmers are not men of straw, to prove it, soon 71i 

show, sir; 
And that tliey are men of letters all, I'll quickly iei yoo 

know, sir; 
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Tliey mak« (Uftir A and keep their B*8, their fields too oft 

look Df 
And they cy G up, and also Wo I to their plowing-nags 
wboL need he. 

Bow, wow, wow, 

A flBurmer is a man of letters anj-how. 

They take thdr E's when com is I, and Xs are often seen 

by them; 
K-L, means they kill their N^s when they food have need 

of them; 
Their wives they U their handkerchie&, and P for tk&r 

corn they ask, 
Yet RI they cry, that tax is high on T, and sure 'tis all a 

farce. 

So^ bow, wow, wow, Ac 

At market-table, when they dme, they compliment eadi 

other, 
I G U R X-L-ing me in turnips, my dear brother, 
The D V just pass to me, although we like pork rising, 
Let's take a drop to keep it down, a plan I think we*re 

Y'sin. 

With a bow, wow, wow, Ac 

Hon-S-T the farmer has, and minds his P's and Q's, sir. 
Pianos may, at end of day, their families amuse, sir ; 
My daughter, M-R, plays, says one, for which I'm some- 
times jeer'd, sir. 
That I U m pay to you as soon as cloth is dear'd, sir. 
With a bow, wow, wow, Ac 

When U and V can live full free, say they, our crops 

we'll W, 
And rates and taxes cease to B, and tithes no longer 

trouble U, 
Improvements rage this present age, too many by the nose 

have led, 
Pray, who can equal bun of old, the farmer with his X 

YZ? 

So^ bow, wofT, wow, Ac 
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TUSCALOOSA SAIL 

Air.— ** BoWf looto, wow.* 

Aa Bong b j Tonj Pastor. 

rhere was a man in Arkansaw 

As let his passion rise. 
And not unfrequentlj picked out 

Some other varmit's eyes. 
His name was Tuscaloosa Sam ; 

And often he would say, 
^ There^s not a cuss in Arkansaw 
I can't whip any day." 

Oh I what a row, 
Fol-rol-a-rump-a-diddlfl^ 
Oh I what a row. 

One day a stranger passing by 

Heard Sammy talking so, 
When down he scrambled fh>m his hoM 

And off his coat did go. 
He sorter kinder shut one eye, 

And spit into his hand, 
And put his ugly head one side. 

And twitched his trowsers' band. 
Oh I what a row, Ac. 

" My boy," says he, ** it's my belie? 

Whomever you may be. 
That I kin make you screech, and smell 

Partikler agony." 
"I'm thar," says Tuscaloosa Sam, 

And chudced his hat away ; 
" I'm thar," says he, and then he np 

For to commence the play. 

Oh I what a row, tc 

He thundered on the stranger's mug, 

The stranger pounded he. 
And, oh, the way them critters fit 

Was singular to see. 
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They clinched like two rampajious ban, 

And each fell on his sit ; 
They swore a stream of six inch oaths, 

And fit, and fit, and fit 

Oh I what a row, tc 

When Sam would try to work away, 

And on his pegs to git, 
The stranger'd pull him back ; and so 

They fi^ and fit, and fit 
The stranger snapped at Sammy's nose 

And shortened it a bit ; 
And then they both swore awful hard, 

And fit, and fit, and fit 

Oh I what a row, &c. 

The mud flew, the sky grew dark. 

And all the litenhis lit ; 
But still them critters rolled about, 

And fit, and fit, and fit 
First Sam on top, tiien t'other chap ; 

When one would make a hit. 
The other'd smell the grass ; and so 

They fit, and fit, and fit 

OhI what a row, kc 

The night came on, the stars shone out, 

As bright as wimmin's wit ; 
And still them fellers swore and gouged, 

And fit, and fit, and fit 
The neighbors heard the roar they made^ 

And thought an earthquake 'id lit ; 
Yet all the while 'twas 1dm and Sam 

As fit, and fit, and fit 

OhI what a row, &a 

Por miles around the noise was beard- 
Folks couldn't sleep a bit. 

Because them two rantankerous chaps 
Still fit and fit, and fit 
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But jist at cock-crow, suddenly, 

There comes an awful pause, 
And me and my old man run out 

To ascertain the cause. 

Oh I what a row, ko. 

The Sim was risin' in the yeast, 

And Ut the whole concern; 
But not a sign of either chap 

Was found at any turn. 
Yet in the region where they fit, 

"We found, to our surprise, ^ 
Two quarts of buttons, two big kniyefl, 

Some whiskers and four eyes I 

Ob 1 what a row, Ac 

THE "RIGHTS OF MAN." 

An Origliuil Oomlo Song. Ab Sung by Tony Pftstor. 

AiB— " TTie Letter,'' 

They talk so much of the " Rights of Women," 

" Strong-minded" females have got such a sway 
There'll be no righte left, soon, for no man. 
If we let the ladies quite have their way. 
They call us the " lords of the creation," 
Oh, what a misnomer ! — ^that title ban ; 
Here's a little bit of versification. 
Upon a few of the Rights of Man. 
Ohobus — All our merit put in the shade is. 

The fair sex put us down all they can 
Let who will stick up for the ladies, 
I mean to stick up for the Rights of Man 

We've plenty of rights 1 Oh, yes, too many, 

But the right side of us, the ladies get : 
We've the right to pull out every penny. 

The right to liquidate every debt. 
The milkmen's, grocers', butchers', bakers*, 

Weekly accounts we've a right to scan ; 
And to pay the long bills of dressmakers, 

U one of the rights of a family man. 

^ All our merit put, ke. 
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And as the little " olive branches" 

Annually como to towjn, why, then. 
However our pluck and spirits staunch is, 

We mitst give in — 'tis the fate of men. 
To be bundled out, by nurses phlegmatic, 

Qet a chop, or steak, wherever we can ; 
. And to sleep a month, alone, in the attic, 

Is one of the chartered rights of man. 

All our merit put, Ac. 

Of course a spouse has the right to grumble, 

When we get home late, with- wine in the head 
Along the passage go tumble — stumble. 

And imagine the door-mat is the bed. 
But, we should g^t in all right, and quiet, 

If they'd only let us follow this plan — 
I mean to say, let who will deny it, 

A latch-key's one of the rights of man. 

All our merit put, Ac. 

Tou bachelor boys few rights can number. 

In fact, some say you've no rights at all ; 
You're looked upon as useless lumber. 

And meet witii sympathy very small. 
To be cheated and snubbed, in lodgings musty, 

The landlady's "milch-cow" — ^that's the plan; 
To be called a bachelor, rusty, crusty. 

Is one of the rights of a single man. 

All our merit put, Ao. 
Out of our rights we've long been chiseled, 

From our confiding innocence torn ; 
And many a poor man's rights haVe mizzled, 

"To the tomb of all the Oapulets gone." 
We've the right to pickles, with our cold mutton 

The right to wink at the servant, Anne, 
And shirts complete with every button, 

.^je, certainly, some of the rights of man. 

All our merit put, Ac 

One privilege they wotU take from us, 
We've the right of finding all the tin ; 

And the right of blowing up Waiter Thomas^ 
When we take our ease, within our inn 
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One thing, sometimes, our care relaxes, 

We can visit a Club or Cigar Diyan ; 
And paying the war and other taxes 

Is the blessed right of an American. 

All our merit put^ Ac. 

But, the best of all our rights, and duty, 

And the most enduring, too, in life. 
Is the right to bask in the hght of beauty. 

And the right to marry a charming wife ; 
Then, the right to sit by his fireside, cosy, 

Merry and happy for life's short span, 
And the right to fondle his children rosy, 

Is the best of all the Rights of Man. 

Though all our merit put in the shade is, 
And the fair sex eclipse us all they can, 
Don't think I abjure the rights of the ladies, 
Although I spoke up for the " Kghts of Man." 



THE WIDOW WAGTAIL. 

As Sung by Tony Pastor. 

Air — "JTr. Simpkin lived at Letds.^ 

The Widow Wagtail's charms and bloom, by Father Time 

had fled, 
The " colt's-tooth" was the only tooth which stuck fast in 

her head ; 
Though seventy-two, the fire of love seemed in her to be 

latent. 
For husbands, every now and then she got as if by patent 

Fol de rol, ^ 

Four husbands she had had, 'tis true— the first an under- 
taker, 
The second vras a butcher stout — ^the third, a tough Scotch. 

baker ; 
The fourtli, a jolly beef-eater, so very tall and stout. 
But she contrived to see all in their graves — while she 
stood out 

* Fol de rol, Ac. 

5 
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She did not gneve so very much, as Providenco so will'd 

*em, 
But when they died, the neighbors plainly said, 'twas she 

thatkiU'd'em; 
Whether so or. not, 'tis plain, to outliye them she made 

shift, 
And having buried all the four — she longM to have a fifth. 

Fol de rol, Ac. 

She went to church, to get one ^ere, bedeck'd wit^ silks 
and satins, 

A little hump7 cock-eyed maid behind her, with her pat- 
tens; 

She strutted like a turkey-cock so grand to catch the men, 

While the little maid behind her, was more like a bantam 
hen. 

Fol de fol, &C. 

The parson was a bachelor — but felt in love misgiving, 
Like many other parsons, he could not Kve by his living : 
Her husbands he had known, and he was yoimg enough 

♦ for ?ier son. 
He felt inclined to wed her purse — ^but was afraid of her 
person. 

Pol de rol, Aa 

The clerk, a sir^all man, four-feet-two, (his shoulders angled 

square,) 
Looked from his book to eye her flesh, though he had none 

to spare ; 
Said he, " &he has a heavy purse, which much I desire. 
But she'd send me to Davy soon, for she's as strong as Gk»- 

Uah." 
, Fol de rol, kc. 

The organist was blind, poor soul! bict a very clever 

player; 
Ahnough of sight he was bereft — Oh, no man could be 

gayer; 
Said he, "Although of money I am very much m need, 
To wed with such a vampire, oh, I should be blind in 

deed." , 

Fol de rol, &a 
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The beadle was full aiz feet high, and bloated, big, and 

burly, 
E*en his great gold-laced oock'd hat, at the little bojs 

looked surly; 
He smiled upoo the widow with a loving eye, and steady, 
And would have married her — ^but in truth, he'd got two 

wives ah-eady. 

Fol de rol, &c. 

Wlien the congregation through she'd lear'd at all the fel- 
lows, 

6he caught, at last, a gawky boy, who blew the organ bel- 
lows; 

Breathless at the thought of her, he said — " Whoo, whoo, 
whoo, whoo, 

To meet, through her, a blow from death — ^no, blow me if 
Idol" 

Fol de rol, &a 

The sexton was a feeble man, and eighty years of age, v 
He eyed her every Sunday — ^but afraid was to engage; 
Said he, " Each former spouse, they say, she buried in his 

prime, 
rd wed her — ^but I do not wish to die before my time." 

Fol de rol, Ac. 

At last the sexton*s journeyman, who labored like a Turk, 
For his master got the profit, for which he did all the 

work; 
"Of this grave life," said he, *Tm tired— m wed her, 

though she's strange, . 
A.nd whether she kills me or not — egad, *twill make a 

change. 

Fol de rol. Sec 

So boldly then he courted her, aud did the folks amaze, 
She did not care for decency, but married him in two days ; 
And ere the honey-moon was o'er, she died — and, lucky 

elf; 
He*d all the money, and with joy, be dug her grave himself 

Fol de rol, &a 

♦ # 
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Ttiough formerly, a gay yoxmg man, thcro^B no one now so 

merry, 
knd in » young wife's anns^ he does the thoughts of the old 

one bury, 
Of port or sherry drinks his glass, the luddest of the five 

ones. 
And instead of burying bodies dead-^he's employed in reac- 

ing Uve ones. 

Fol de rol, ibc. 



THE BACHELOR'S DBBAM. 
Aa Song by Tony Pftstor. 



In a chamber a bachelor sat, and he read 
^In his Bible, with pleasure and pride, 
How the Lord, in His goodness, made- Adam a wife 
Of a rib which He took from his side, side, side, 
Of a rib which He took from his side. 

And he said to himself: "I am sad and forlorn. 

From the world I am living apart ; 
Would that one of my ribs could be changed to a wifo— 

The one that is nearest my heart, heart, heart. 
The one that is nearest my heart." 

With this thought in his mind, to his pillow he went. 

And, while calmly he lay on his bed. 
He beheld a fair angel, whose hands in their clasp 

Held a knife and a saw o'er his head, head, head, 
Held a knife and a saw o'er his head. 

And the angel remarked, in no angelic tones. 
While she brandished the saw and the knife : 

**I shall cut out a rib from your side, sir, to-nigh^ 
And of it I'U make you a wife, wife, wife^ 
And of it I'll make you a wife." 
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So, without saying more, on her purpose intent, 

She proceeded at once- with her work ; 
And, when cutting and sawing were skilfully done, 

Then she snatched out the rib with a jerk, jerk, jerk 
Then she snatched out the rib with a jerk. 

On the angel the bachelor gazed with delight, 

For the rib which she held m her hand 
Had been suddenly changed to a lady in white, 

Who remarked: "I am yours to command, and, ant*,' 
Who remarked: " I am yours to command." 

•* I am one of your ribs I of yourself Tm a part I 

I shall love you and, bless you for life I 
Ton will ever remember with pleasure the night 

When you bartered a rib for a wife I wife I wife I 
When you bartered a rib for a wife I" 

With his wife m his arms, with his lips to her cheek, 
He awoke, and his dreaming was o'er; — 

He'd been hugging and kissing the bedpoc^t, (vlas I 
And had slipped from its waist to the floor, tloor, floor. 
And had slipped from its waist to the floor. 



THE OBSTINATB MAN. 
As Snfig by Tony Fftstor. 
rye run against many strange folks in my time, 
Some nervous, some absent, some queer, and some prime 
Some foolish, some witty, and some fond of chaff, 
And others a great, deal too clever by half. 
But the subject of iny little song, if no fool, 
Was as obstinate as a Jerusalem mule. 

Of all stubborn buffers, beat him, if yor can. 

Did you ever come near such an obstinate man ? 

Of obstinate fellows, he's surely the worst — 
When going to bed he will get in feet first — 
And come out hpad first, in the morning, 'tis said, 
And lie with his nob at the foot of the bed. 
Put his trowsers on bottom end up, and what's more, 
Tries to force on his top-boots hind part before. 

Of all,Aa 
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Like Paddy from Cork, when ho feels in the mind, 
He actually wears his coat buttoned behind, 
Whenever he reads a newspaper or book, 
Upside down, ten to one, but he^ll hold it, oddzook 1 
As a cure for the tooth-ache, he always gets bled, 
And his spectacles wears at the back of his head. 

Of all,fta 



When iU he was orderM a warm bath, *tis said. 
So the obstinate fool had a cold one instead. 
A lotion was sent him for bathing his skin. 
And a mlzture likewise to be taken within — 
Though wam'd of the danger, yet all was no use, 
He would drink the lotion, which nigh c«»ok'd his goose. 

Of all,&c 

He says it's all stuff 'bout the earth turning round, 
Ev'ry house in its proper place ?ie always found — 
He's been up at all times in the night from his bed, 
But ne'er found himself standing atop of his head. 
He vows if the world was to play such a prank, 
The sea would run over as safe as the Bank. 

Of all, Ac 

He wont eat when he*s hungry, or drink when he's drj 
And takes mustard and pepper with raspberry pie^ 
He says if pig's bacon, it cannot be pork — 
And he's spoony enough to drink broth with a fork — 
When he's dreadfully tired — (it's no us6 to chide) — 
He hires a cab, and then runs by the side. 

Of all, Ac. • 

On a soaking wet day for a walk out hell roam. 
And leave his great coat and umbrella at home, 
But in July or August, the obstinate goat, 
Wears a thick pilot, buttoned dose up to his throat, 
And, would you believe it? whenever it snows. 
In a pair of nankeens, or white ducks, out he goes. 

Of alLAa 
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Hb laughs fit to burst at a serious plaj, 
4Lnd will have his hair cut on a bitter cold day — 
'Cause his dad and his birthday— (the obstinate loon)-^ 
Both happen to fall on the twentieth of June, 
No one can persuade him, a jot, I'll engage, 
But that ^lim and his father were both the same age. 

Of aU ^ 



ONE GOOD TURN DESERVES ANOTHER. 
As Song by Tonj Pastor. 

The light of wisdom dimly bums, 

Although the times are sad ones ; 
Still we are taught to do good turns. 

For those that do us bad ones. 
But nature tells us, and most true, 

To either friend or brother, 
Do that for them they'd do for you, 

'Cause one good turn deserves another. 

Chobus — ^Thus while the world goes round 

'Mi^t confusion, stnfe and bother ; 
Believe me, friends, I ever found. 
That one good turn deserves another. 
That one good turn deserves another 

A neighbor once, was sent to jail, 

And havK*g soon repented ; 
Ask'd me for to be his bail, 

To which I soon consented : 
And after I had got him clear. 

From all his broils and bother, 
He ran away with my wife, oh, dear I 

'Cause one goo<l turn deserves another. 

Thus while the world goes round, kn. 

I once saw a man ill-use his wife, 

While she for help did bellow ; 
And thinking soon to end the strife, 

I seized the brutish fellow. 
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'* Desist this moment, sir,'' I said, 

" Or I will thrash yoii," says she — " More tothei I" 
Then with her tongs she broke my head, 

'Cause one good turn deserves another. 

Thus while the world goes round, &o. 

A painter, whom I thought a friend, 

And as a friendly token. 
I let him paint my house and mend 

The windows that were broken; 
But on next day he sent some one, 

With mud the paint to smother, 
And smash'd the windows he'd just done, 

'Cause one good turn deserves another. 

Thus while the world goes round, Ac 

A beggar once came to my door, 

WMst I stood there a thinking; 
And said, " Kind sir, relieve the poor, 

For with hunger I'm fast sinking 1" 
Then I ordered cook to fill his lap 

With fi)od for his poor mother, 
Wheq from the door he stole the mat, 

'Cause one good turn deserves another. 

Thus while the world goes round, Aa 

To live in peace with all mankind, 

The task you'll find a hard one ; 
For justice lays so far behind, 

I'd have you be your guard on ; 
For honesty is seldom met, 

Except when in a smother. 
And poverty cries, " Don't forget," 

That one good turn deserves another 

Thus while the world goes round, fto 



TEE. TBAVELLER— A COMIC RECITATION. 

As Given, with great applaase, by Tony Pastor. 

O'er a wild heath, at the decline of day, 
A weaiy traveller took his lonely way— 
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A barren, cheerless, doubtful, dreary wasta^ 
Which human foot-fall rarely ever paced. 
The sun, fast sinkmg m the murky west, 
When beast and bird had sought a place of rest, 
The lowering clouds assume an angry form, 
A dread prognostic of a comincc storm. 
All things had vanished from the traveller's sight, 
Oloak'd in the sable mantle of the night; 
The nipping north wind in gusts swell out the breese, 
Moaned 9*er the heath, and whistled through the trees; 
The owl shrieks wildly in her random flight, 
And adds new horrors to the fearful night; 
The distant thunder rumbles from afar. 
The harbinger of elemental war. 
Meantime, the storm it louder and louder grew. 
The vivid lightning fierce and wilder flew; 
Loud-pealing thunder rattled o'er his head. 
Enough to wake the sliunbers of the dead. 
Wilder and fiercer raged the furious storm, 
The trees and shrubs assume a fiendish form, 
X And in the glaring lightning seem to stnde, 
Pursue his steps, and keep pace by his s'ide 
In wild fantastic forms — ^about him dwell. 
And in his ears seem horribly to yell *, 
Yet onward he urged his fearful, doubtful way. 
Wherein he seemed to lead himself astray, 
Imagination still augments his fears, 
When lo I a glimmering distant Ught appears ; 
'Twas water to the famished — soothed his care^ 
And brought the angel Hope to light despair. 
Swift as a fawn he bounds the green sward o'er, 
He knocks, and soon they ope the cottage door ; 
And there a gaunt, grim host before him stood, 
He held in hand a knife all Ptamed with blood 1 
"A stormy night," the grim host gruflfly said — 
He beckon'd, and forward the poor traveller led ; 
"Gome, sir, sit down and warm thee by the fire 
Said the traveller. Green, " 'Tis rest that I require.*' 
"Well," said the host, "then show hun up to.b#d;" 
The dame obey'd, and up the stairs she led; 
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She curtsied, eimper^d, bade him a good night, 
Saying, " If you please, sir, I must take the light.** 
He lie him down, but still a watch did keep. 
Though worn and tired, yet he could not sleep ; 
Doubt and suspicion still Increase his cares — 
He hears a foot-fall on the creaking stairs, 
And a low whisper to his ear now creeps — 
He hears the host say, " I'll do it while he sleeps.*' 
The door slow opens — ^then the g^rim host stood. 
With frightful knife, Mid hands sdl stained with blood 
The traveller panted~a brief, short pray'r he said;— 
With stealthy step the host approach'd his bed. 
Up starts the stranger, seizmg the dread knife. 
And shrieking- wildly, " Spare, ! spare my life I" . 
"Grood frien^" said the host, "I assure you youVe 

mistaken, 
'Us not your throat I*d cut — ^but that *ere bacon ; 
I Ve .killed a pig to-night — ^you see this blood — 
And my dame says, Uiat pigs' fry's very good; 
You see, a flitch of bacon there we keep— 
I wish'd not to disturb you in your sleep ; 
I assure jon, sir, I'm quite a different man — 
Bu^ come— the pig's fry's rattling in ttie pan." 



A PARODT 

OK THB TRIAL-SCENE IN "BLAOE-ETED SUSAN." 

A. Comic Oockney Bedtatlon, aa Giyen bj Tony Pastor. 

Mao. — ^Prisoner, as your donkey is almost bent double 
vith the load o' mackerel on his back, and it has been 
thought proper that your pals, the drovers and slaughter- 
men, should be vitnesses of votsumdever penalty ve may 
CTflict upon you, in case ve finds you guilty on the crimp 
that you are charged vith ; it vill be necessary to receive 
the dispositions of the vitnesses vithout bringing the ham- 
7e^8 into court • because, you see, the hampers vould be,-' 
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i»6at Von of the vitnesses, I grieves to say, is /our 
voman;'how8omdever, out of marcyto your sittiwation, 
we isn't brought her up. 

Bill. — ^Thwikee, your vorship, thankee; my voman, Sa- 
rah, standing here afore me, pattering yords what*d send 
me to the mill, vould be laying it on too thick for a covee 
to bear. I thanks your vorship— if I must mount the wan 
again, I vouldnt have it in sight of my voman. 

Mao. — Prisoner, you are charged under Muster Martin's 
hact, vi* almost killing your donkey to death. Answer^ • 
guilty or not guilty ? 

Bill. — I vants your vorship to mind vot you're arter 
atvixt the questions. If it should go for to be axed if I 
vanted to kill the donkey, I could prove, if I vanted to be 
bounceable, that my donkey vas sich a rum'un, I cotild ha' 
sold him to a knacker for five hog — all's von for that 'ere. 
I ain't guilty of an attempt to kill the donkey to death ; but 
if it's guilty for a costermonger to strike his moke vhen he 
vhont kemarp, vy then I says guilty, and think I've no 
cause to cry stinking fish. 

Mao. — ^You pleads guilty, then? Let me, as a jolly 
good trump of a beak, vot I is, adwise you to eat your 
vords. At all events, chance your luck on a proper hex 
amination. 

Bill. — I leaves that 'ei% chance to your vorships' own 
breasts ; if they have not a vord for poor Bill, vy I aint ^ot 
dinmiock to employ a lawyer. 

Mao. — ^You wont go back, then ? 

BiLL.-i~I'm fixed to it, back and edge, and no gammon. 

Mao. — ^Brother Beak, nothing more is left for us to do, 
cept consider on the amount o' the fine. Although the 
case of the unfortunate costermonger admits of a little pity, 
istiU, for the proper diffusion of the milk of human kind 
Iness — as the immortal Blackstone says — jT ongst the bui- 
lock-boys and donkey-men of the metrop^ris, any hood- 
winking or leaning for'ard on our parts vould set a bad 
hexample, and I fears can't be yielded to. GeMiemen, hev 
70u made up your minds as to the verdic? Guilty? It 
emains, then, for me to 'force the penalty. Prisoner, does 

jt von of your cronies come for'ard to speak of your jar- 

«tter ? Am you no von ? 
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Bill. — ^Notyon, yourvorship; I didn't go for to -hiuk 
to ax 'em; but let them cJiowick^ and may I ne^er die in 
child-bed, if from one end of Kent-street to t'other, you can 
find a kid to say nothink agin me. 

hlAQ. — Sing out for vitnesses. 

[Enter first Witness, 
What am you? 

Wrr. — A. cool-heaver, your vorship. 

MAa.--Yot Imow you on the prisoner? 

Wit. — ^Know, your yorship, that he's the humanest man 
as ever skinned a heel; the first at Billingsgate in a morn- 
ing, the last to go to roost at dark; yon as never vos thot 
nothing else but a trump : he deals in the freshest mack- 
erel and the largest sprats; for buying and selling to the 
best adwantage, give me Bill Finch before any kid in 
Kent-street 

Mao. — ^But vot knows you on his moral carrotter? 

Wit. — ^His maw — ^maw — ale carrotter, yourvorship? vy, 
be plays at shove-ha'penny like a oock. 

Mao. — Are there any more witnesses ? 

[Another Witness comes forward. 
Vot knows you on the prisoner ? 

Wit. — Nothing but good, yer vorship. 

Mao. — ^Vos he never locked up in the vatchus ? 

Wit. — ^Not never but once, y^r vorship; and that 'ere 
vos for a shindy, vhen ve vos both lushy. 

Mao. — ^Vot else do you know? 

Wit. — ^Vy, as this here, yer vorship— if he goes to the 
min, I hopes they vont make him vork hard. 

Mao. — Hev you nothing else to show ? Did he not never 
do no g^at nor mag-nanny-mous action? 

Wit. — Do any who, yer vorship? Ye — ^yes. He twice 
floored his grandmother, and twice put his old blind futher 
into a vater butt 

Mao. — Am there any more vitnesses ? 

Bill. — Your vorship, I feels as if I had the barnacles on, 
or stood in the stocks, to stand here and listen to ynrna 
about a carrotter, and all tiiat 'ere. If you doesn't think 
I'm a trump, vy it's no more use than ttddng coals to New- 
castle to patter here. 

MAO.---Gennemen. is your opinion still unshook'd ? Pria 



D git zed by Google 



OOMIO SONGSTEB. 61 

ooer, vhat am you to say vy the full penalty of forty hog 
should ftot be leveled a-top on you ? If you is got nothing 
to offer, now is the time to launch out. 

Bill. — In a moment, your yorship — ^in a moment — (Bluw- 
mg his nose.) Damn it, my nose is rather troublesome. 
Tour vorship, I had been tifiree months to the mill for a 
'sault, and my donkey — as good a von to go as ever vos 
seen — ^had not done no vork all that *ere time. I had c6me 
home as frisky as a fly in a treacle pot. I found Sarah— 
that's my voman — ^your vorship, vith all her toggery up the 
flue, but rummy all other rags. Veil, your vorship, I in- 
wited my pals to a bit of a blow-out, and vhen ve vos all 
as merry as a lot o* ohummies on a May-day, there comes 
in a cove to say there vos a glut o* mackerel down at the 
Gate. I hampered my moke, and set off vi* the bags, to 
lay in a dollop. I hadn't got furder nor tlie other side o* 
Siulffel, vhen my donkey got his leg in a plug-hole I ups 
vi* my ash — (showing a stick about the size of a rolliiig-pin) 
run up to him, and velted avay on his behind as long as I» 
vos able ; vhen up comes a covee, and begins to preach a 
sarmint about cruelty to the hanimal. I never stowed it — 
never stopped. Vould any o' your vorships ? Jolly good 
luck to you and your vomen, say L Vould any o' your 
vorships ha* struck a donkey as if you'd been going to kill 
a flea or a bug ? No, you vouldn't. You'd ha' done as I 
did. And vot did I? Vy, I vopp'd the donkey like a 
sack ; and had your vorship been the donkey — ^you're saa 
enough — so help me tatur, I'd ha' done it 



A SWBBTENBR FOR THE LADIEa 
Ai Snii^ by Tony Flutor. 
Am — " A Man thai is Married."' 

You may laugh, if you choose, ft the conji^al nooee^ 

And Hymen's soft fetters deride; 
But it must be confess'd, a man's never bo blwt, 

As when coming &om church with hia bnct«w 
6 
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The bachelors cry, as he passes them by, 

" He*8 a happy and fortunate man ;" 
Which ^e damsels allow, and exclaim, "Well, I tow, 

111 get married as soon as I can, 
Heigho! oh, dearl" 
Though some at the fetters of wedlock may spurn, 
We all know *ti8 better to marry than bum. 

But as they grow old, they may quarrel and sonld, 

And their tongues may go at it — ding-dong — 
If you'll let 'em alone, the storm's soon overblown. 

They'll kiss and be friends before long. 
The best music, you know, wiU jar sometimes, and so 

Will the greatest of friends, o'er a cup ; 
But you never can know, till you've had a good row, 

Half the pleasure of making it up. 
Heigho 1 oh, dear I 
Though I'm not over partial to women that bawl, 
But a scolding wife's better than no wife at all. 

Then bachelors still, may jeer if they will, 

And laugh at a married man's lot ; 
But should sickness appear, and you've no wife to cheei 

Your spirits — ^you'll soon " go to pot." 
Then relations so kind, for what's left behind. 

Will quarrel and fight for their shares ; 
They divide all your worth — shove you under the turf; 

You're forgot — ^there's an end to their cares. 
Heigho I oh, dear I 
Old bachelors, dead, will for post-horses go 
To be rode by old maids in the regions below. 

But 'tis time I had done, for I own I am on^ 

Who's in love witli them up to the ears ; 
For their virtues are such, that you can't say too much 

In the praise of the sweet pretty dears. 
Should my own dearest chick, chance the bucket to kick 

And leave me to sigh and complain ; 
Though much I should gril^re — ^yet I really believe 

I'd be tempted to marry again. 
Heigho! oh, dearl 
Though one wife, to some, may be reckoned a bore; 
For my part, I wouldn't mind having a score. 
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GOOD ADVICE. 

A» Bong by Tony Pastod 

AiBr-''Lord Tcm Noddy ^ 

My fViends a bit of good advice 

ni give you gratia in a trice ; 

For Ma^ms pure improve the mind, 

And send us forward, if behind. 

There^s only one straight road to go, 

If opposition you'd o'erthrow. 

So I'll point out the path direct, 

And how you your &lse friends can detect, 

For in this life the great and small 

The weaker thrust against the wall, 

S^ before you leap always look twice, 

And prosper by m^^good advice. 

Spoken — ^Now self-preservation's the first Law of Natura 
therefore always look to yourself first ; and in the next 
place, remember that short reckonings make long friend* 
ship, therefore pay if you can, but if you cannot, leave 
it idone; but out of debt out of , danger. If your home 
gpx>ws too hot, walk out until it gets cool again. If af- 
fidrs go crooked, straighten them by the best measure 
you can obtain. Never meet trouble half-way, or any 
other way if you can help it If you have money keep 
it, and be sure to look to yourself first, and your friendj 
afterwards. Aud further than that, always give good 
advice, and never be above taking it 

So study well, mankind in full. 
For knaves all try to get the pull ; 
And turn your back upon all vice, 
And prosper by my good advice. 

If your wife grow cross when you get home, 
And vow you with the fair sex roam. 
Mind never try to stop her tongue. 
And shell leave ofif; whtn sho is done ; 
If your family get over great 
Be contented with your married stated 
And reckon tho they waste your gold, 
They'll return it back, when you grow old. 



D git zed by Google 



•4 TONY PASTOR'S 

If your boys are fast, and daughters gay, 
Try and turn them the right way; 
And watch them like a cat would mice, 
All this you*ll own is good advice. 

Spokxh — ^If your family numbers eleven, do not be in a 
hurry to make it up twelve. If you want your face 
slapt^ meddle with man and wife when they are haying - 
high words, and you'll safe obtain your wish gratis. If 
you want a policeman never expect to find one. Never 
(Jail a man a fool or it might be all gooseberry with you. 
And remember, if you want any thing done, always do 
it yourself; and then you'll know it is done. Never 
turn your nose up at cold meat on Friday. And if you 
have a troublesome friend lend him a quarter, or your 
silk umbrella, and he'll never trouble you any more. 
And, on the other hand, if you want a favor done, never 
call on a relatidn, or you'll be denied. And be sure you 
always leave well alone, and never make bad worse. 
Never say the servant is a fine looking girl before your 
wife. If your boys are above fourteen, never leave your 
cigar case or tobacco box on the sideboard, or the con- 
tents will vanish like smoke. Never leave business for 
pleasure, or business may leave you, and further : Never 
mistake the servant's chamber for your own. And if 
you like good advice, take this, 

So study well &c. 

Good hours will increase your health, • 

Also your wisdom, joy and wealth; 
If you make appointments, keep your word, 
And never go by what you've heard. 
If plaguey corns adorn each foot. 
Don't wear for ease a smart tight boot, 
Or eat and drink more than enough. 
Nor let your dear babes eirt sweet-stuff; 
While the sun shines always make your hay, 
And never give what you want away ; 
Buy nothing cheap, but pay good price, 
And profit by my good advice. 

So study well, Aa 
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WHAT WELL MRa GRUNDY SAT? 

As Sung by Tony Pastor. 

Oh, fashion now is all the rage in houses, hoops, and dress I 

And each must do what others do— they dare not think of 

less. 
Mrs. Grundy is the queen of all mankind to-day; 
And each one thinks before she acts of — ^What will Grundy 
say? 

Mr. Tompkins fail'd last fall, and is not worth a red. 

But still he lives upon the " Fifth," and still holds up his head. 

They keep their carriage all the same, though not a dime 

they pay; , 

They can't retrench a cent, for shame of— What would 

Grundy say ? 

There's Mary Jane, she's tall and sHm, a sack of bones she's 

grown, • 

And brown as any gipsy girl, and awkward as a clown ; 
Yet she must wear her dresses low and her thin neck display 
For 'tis the fashion ; and you know, What wa ild Dame 

Grundy say ? 

There's Mrs. Jones, she's fifty-four, and still she inirls her 

hair, ^ 

Althoiigh all know it is a wig the vain old dame doth wear. 
She gives of balls, each season two, and wastes her 

wealth away ? 
For she must do as others do. else. What would Grundy say ? 

There's fat and stumpy Martha Ann, that weighs two 

hundred pounds. 
She's a bait to catch a man, but not a bite has found. 
And though she is so short and stout, she promenades 

Broadway; 
Her skirts are thirty feet about, Oh, what will Grundy say? 

There's shanghai coats and bad cigars, and Musard's new 
cravats ; 

lliere's paper collars and wristbands, and bell-crown'd, 
small-brimm'd hats ; 

For comfort, ease, and common-serse, must yield to fash- 
ion's sway; 

For now the sole prevailing thought i£i, What will Grundy sayf 
6* 
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UNHAPPY JERBMIAR 
As Sang by Tony Pastor. 
I'd often heard of married life, of pleasures without equa^ 
So I resolved to take a wife, but only maik the sequel; 
But while my sorrows 1 relate, don't try to raise my ire, 
For, Oh I I've often cursed the fate of unhappy Jeremiah. 

I courted Jane, the milliner — ^her parents w;ere mj bet 
ters — 

But soon I had enough of her, when fast bound in wed- 
lock fetters ; 

For we had a boarder of our own, a man she did admire. 

And oft with him she'd be alone, in spite of Jeremiah. 

Remonstrating was all in vain, she'd always be my mas- 
ter, 

And if I tried to stop her tongue, 'twas sure to run the 
faster. 

One day she ask'd this man to tea, she told me to retire, 

I left her sitting on his knee— what a treat for Jeremiah I 

Now, we had two children of our own, and oft I had to 

mind 'em, 
And when she walk'd with other paen, I had to walk be- 

liind 'em; * 

But what is more to mj disgrace — Oh I lord, I feel on 

fire— 
The children didn't look in the face a bit like Jeremiah 1 

Oh, I'd been to work quite hard one day, when to my home 
returning, 

I found my wife had ran away, and all my offers spuming. 

Of reason I was near bereft, folks thought I would expire, 

For, oh I she took the goods — ^and left the brats for Jere- 
miah 1 



HAPPY HBZBKIAH. 
Ab Snng by Tony P«8t>r. 

Old Jeremiah you have heard so oft relate his troublea 
He told that married life was nothing but a bubble. 
Now, to confute this calumny, it js my heart's desi^o 
Si. list you while I sing the luck of happy Hezekia!* 
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l£y wifb she was no milliner, or any other trade, sir, 
But waa what I ne'er blush to own, a channing servant* 

maid, sir; 
I oourted her, 'twas in a house, where she used to build 

the fires, 
And I Ve ne'er had cause to curse the day she first was 
^Hezekiah's. 

I ne'er have cause foi jealousy, I never take home codgers, 
And what is more, I ne'er take in any single young men 

lodgers ; 
I always do go home to tea, then draw up to the fire. 
My wife she reads, or mends the coat of happy Hezekiah. 

My wife and I we ne'er fall out, we love each other dearly, 
And of aflfections^— 'tis a fact — a pledge is sent us yearly; 
And what adds more unto the joy, which a parent should 

inspire, 
The children are the image of their father, Hezekiah. 

We four dear children now have got, and do expect an- 
other. 

The boys myself I do bring up, the girls I leave to tlieir 
mother ; 

Thus, with the diildren and my Wife— my.own, my loved 
Sophia — 

80 pleasantly doth pass the life of happy Hezekiah. 



SAMMY SLAP, THE BILL-STICKER. 
At Sung by Tony P&stor. 

Vm Sammy Slap, the bill-sticker, and you must all agr^ 

sirs, 
I sticks to business like a trump, and business stidcs to 

me, sirs; 
The low folks call me plasterer, but they deserve a banging, 
Because, genteelly speaking, why my trade is paper-han^ 
ing. 
Chorus — ^With my paste, paste, paste, 
Oh, all the world is puffing; 
So I paste, paste, paste. 
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AH ound about the city now, when anytlimg's the go, sin, 
You always find me at my post, a sticking up the posters ; 
IVe hung Ned Forrest twelve feet high, and did it, sirs, 

quite easy; 
And Pve been engaged, too, lately, both by Mario and 

GrisL 

"With my paste^ &c 

Fm not like some in our trade, they deserve their jackets 

laced, sirs. 
They stick up half their bosses bOls, and sells the rest for 

waste^ sirs; 
Now hones^s best policy, with a good name to retire 

with, 
80 what I doesn^t use myself— my old girl lights the fire 

with. 

"With my paste, Ac. 

Sometimes Vm jobbing for the chnrch, with charitable ser- 
mons, 

And sometimes for the theatres, the English and the Grer- 
mans; 

To me, of course, no odds it is, so long as Fm a winner — 

Whether I sticks up for a saint, or hangs up for a sinner. 

With my paste, &c. 

There^s Jenny Lind, I*m prdud to say — sweet music's great 
adomer — 

Fve had tiie honor of posting her in every hole and comer; 

Alboni, too, so nice and plump, IVe stuck her up, that's 
certain — 

Ana IVe plastered Mrs. Mowatt, right on top of Billy Bur- 
ton. 

With my paste, Ac 

Well, now, before I say good-bye, permit me to remind ye, 

rhat 'round about the city here, you're always sure to find 
me; 

And if ever you shall have a job— to show how 1 de- 
serve ye, 

Ibout the town, through thick and thm, FU binsh aking 
tn MTveje. 

With my paste, Ac. 
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UlCBBELLA OOUBTSHIP. 
Am SoDg by Tony FMtor. 

JL belle and a beaUf would walkmg go^ 

In love thoy both were pining ; 
rhe wind in gentle gales did blow, 

An April sun was shining. 
Though Simon long had courted Miss, 

He knew he'd acted wrong, in 
Not having dared to steal a Idss, 

Which set her quite a longing. — Td-ol-oL 

It so occurred as they did walk, 

And viewed each dale so flowVy, 
As Simon by her side did stalk, 

Declared the skv looked s^jow'ry. 
The rain came to her like a drug, 

When loudly he did bellow, 
"Look here, my love, we can be snug, 

For I've got an umbrella." — ^Tol-ol-oL 

Quick flew the shelter over Miss; 

Now Simon was a droll one. 
He thought this was the time to kiss, 

So from her lips he stole one. 
She blushed — ^the rain left off, and he— 

The umbrella closed for drainmg; 
" Oh don't," says she, *' I plainly see. 
It hasn't left off raining."-^Tol-pl-oL 

Now Simon, when he smoked the plan, 

The umbrella righted, 
He grew quite bold, talked like a man, 

And she seemed quite delighted ; 
Their lips rang chimes full fifty times, 

Uke simple lovers training ; 
Says she, " These are but lover's crimes; 

I hope it wont leave off raining."-— ToL-ol-Oi. 
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Before thoj reached the door that night, 

He all bds love did tell her, 
She said, **When jou a courting oome, , 

Don't forget your umbrella." 
They married were, had children dear, 

Eight round-faced little fellows ; 
And strange to state, the whole of the eight 

We^ marked with umbrellas. — Tol-ol-oL 



HAPPY LAND OP CANAAN. 
At Bosf by Tony Pastor. 

Now kind folks, Pm going to sing a song, 

I hope that youll find it entertainin*. 
Listen, one and all, for Pm going to sing, 

And tell you 'bout the Happy Land of Ganaan. 

OnoBUS — Oh, oh, oh I tol-de-rol-de-day. 

Hurrah I there's a good time a oomin*, 
Pm nothing but a fool, Pve never been to school, 
And I came from the Happy Land of Ganaan. 

Dandies now, they put on many airs. 
They don't think there's any can restrain 'em, 

"With fiieir faces full of brass, they think they can pass 
Way over to the Happy Land of Canaan. 
Oh, oh, oh I fol-de-rol-de-day, &c. 

/here's the politician, when for votes he is a fishing, 
For his friends, his lungs he is a strainin'. 

When he gets elected, his Mends, they are neglected. 
And he sends them to the Happy Limd of Canaan. 
Oh, oh, oh I fol-de-r()-de-day, &o. 

The ladies now-a-days, they have such funny ways. 

The men, one and all are complainin' ; 
Tliey cut a mighty dash, spend all their husbands* cash, 

And go it to the Happy Land of Canaan. 
Oh, oh, oh ' fol-de-rol-de-day, Ac 



D git zed by Google 



OOMIO SONQSTSR. 71 



Wien they walk in the street, they look so very sweet; 

Hoop-skirts, a-half-a-mile through, 
Takes forty-seven yards of alpacca-gingham 

To cover up their Hoops-de-dooden-do. 

Ohf oh, oh 1 fol-de-rol-de-day, ko. 



LATHER AND SHAVE. 
^ At Bong by Tony Pittor. 

It was in this dty, not far from this spot^ 
Where a barber he opened a snug little shop ; 
He was nlent and sad, but his smile was so sweet. 
That he pulled every body right out of the street 

With his lather and shave 'em, lather and shave 'ea 
Lather and shave 'em, frizzle 'em bum. 

One hon-id bad custom he thought he would stop, 
That no one for credit should pome to his shop ; 
So he got him a razor, full of notches and rust. 
To shave the poor devils who come there for trust 
With his lather and shave, &a 

One day, a poor Irishman passed by that way. 
Whose beard had been growing for many a day; 
He looked at the barber, and he put down his hod, 
** Will you trust me a shave for the pure love o' G^ 7*" 
With your lather and shave, &a 

** Walk in," says the barber, " sit down in that chair, 
I'll soon mow your beard oflj right down to a hair." 
So his lather he spread over Paddy's big chin, 
And wiUi his " trust" razor to shave did begin. 

With his lather and shave, fta 

•* Och, murderl" says Paddy, "now what are yon doln ? 
Leave off wid yer tricks, or my jaws you will ruin. 
Faith, now how would you like to be shaved wid a saw ? 
Be the powers, you'll pull every tooth out o' me jaw." 
With your lather and shave, &4u 
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*8it stillf" says the barber, "and don^t make a din, 
"With your moving your jaws, 1*11 be cutting your chin.* 
**Not cut but sawed, ochj that razor you've got, 
Sure, it would*nt cut butter, if it wasn't made hot 

With your lather and shave," &a 

" Now lave off yer tricks, and don't shave any more^" 

And Paddy, he bolted straight out of the door, 

Crying, "Ye may lather and shave all yer friends till yer 

sick, 
But, be jabers, Td rather be shaVed wid a brick." * 
With your lather and shave, Ac 

Not long after that, Pat was passing the door, 
When a jackass he set up a terrible roar ; 
' Och murther I" says Paddy, "Jist list to yon knave^ 
He's given some poor divil a 'love o' God shave.' " 
With his lather and shave, &c. 



MY MARY HAS THE LONGEST NOSE. 

Written and Sung by Tony Pastor. 

AiRr— " My Eden is the Ihirest Flower.** 

My Mary has the longest nose. 

In which she greafly takes a pride; 
So large the shoes her feet inclose. 

That insects strive in vain to hide. 
Her hair is of the brightest red, 

Which lights her footsteps in the dark 
Her mouth is large for hiding bread, 

Her voice is sweeter than the lark. 
Yes, Mary has, &G. 

In Mary there is nothing green, 

She'U let you kiss her if you can. 
Her mother sajs she's not sixteen ; 

Though twice as strong as any man. 
But far ahead of these, of all, 

The charms my Mary can combine, 
She's six foot six, and I can call 

This charming little creature mine. 
Yes, Mary has, &a 
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Xlie SJCokAicop And ilMCeinriiiiael^ 

Written uJL fang bj Tonj Pastor, 
y AiB— Lukdlftdj of France. 

Wat down at Fort Monroe 

The Rebels struck a* blow 
Which made a great commotion through the land, we kuov 

But* they wish they'd stayed at home, 

And let the Yankee boys alone— 
For they've got enough of Yankee Doodle Dandy, oh. 

Their iron Merrimack, 

With others at her back, 
Ckunmanded by Buchanan, the old granny, oh. 

From Norfolk started out, ^ 

And tried to put to rout 
And capture little Yankee Doodle Dandy, oh. 

The noble little band 

On board the Cumberland, 
AD disabled, was asked to surrender, oh; 

"You may sink us, if you like. 

But my flag I will not strike." 
Says brave Morris, " to the la^t «/e will defend her, oh." 
1* 
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The Congress soon weut down, 

The Minnesota fast aj^und, 
Which made our Yankee sailors feel abandoned, < 

But see, with hearty cheers, 

The Monitor appears, 
While the music struck up TanJcee DoodU Jkmdff, oh I 

The rebel shot flew hot, 

But the Yankee answered not. 
Till they got within a distance they called handy, di— 

" Now," sajrs Worden to his crew, 

"Boys, let's see what you can do-^ 
If you take this iron rebel you're the dandy, oh." 

Theathe little Monitor 

Her iron hail did pour, 
Which made the Merrimack squeal like a g^der, oh— 

Then the rebels shook their heads. 

And to one another said: 
^ Loral ihey^ve got an iron Yankee Doodle Dandy, oh.'* 

Says the rebels, " We're undone. 

Boys, I guess we'd better run. 
For the bottcn of the river is quite sandy, ohr— 

We're sinking fast, I swear. 

So for Norfolk we will steer, 
And DAMN that iron Yankee Doodle Dandy, oh." 

Raise your voices, every one — 

Give three cheers for Ericsson^ 
Who gave us such a vessel, neat and handy, oh^ 

And now we'll give three more • 

For the gallant Monitor; 
And three we'll give for Yankee Doodle Dan^, oh. 

And now the Merrimack 

Has been blown to Bally Hack, 
We'll give three rousing cheers, so neat and haody, oiL 

Next John Bull will get his flll— 

For let the world 8uy what they w*JH 
The Yankee Boys for ligaiing are the danu^, jU. 
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Tlie UnioML 'Voluuteeirs, 

Written and 0ung bj Tony Pastor. 

AiB— The Poachers. 

Our army now is moving — they're pressing on their way; 
Of victory, on land and sea, we're hearing every day ; 
^nd quick on every side they move; foul treason disappears^ 
For the rebels cannot stand the press of the Union Volun- 
teers. 

When first our fleet moved onward, they found It was no 

joke, 
For first we took Fort Henry, Hatteras, and Boanoke ; 
And next our gallant gunboats for the rebel, stronghold 

steers — 
Fort Donelson then was taken by the Union Volunteers. 

In Florida our bully boys they made the foe look blue, 
For there they captured Brunswick — took Femandina, too, 
While North Carolina showed them that the Yankees know 

no fears — 
For Port Royal soon knock'd under to the Union Volunteers. 

Next Cedar Keys, and Jacksonville, and New Madrid — and 

then 
We raised the glorious Stars and Stripes at Island No. Ten; 
And next at Pittsburg Landing a victory appears — 
For they drove the foe before them — ^the Union Volunteers. 

Some thought M'Clellan fast asleep — ^they now see what he 

means ; 
So well his plan is working, we've captured New Orleans; 
The rebels there are put to rout — ^they've scattered in their 

fears — 
They found they couldn't buck against the Union Volimteers. 

Another victory comes to show our boys know how to fight ; 
For Yorktown they have taken and put the foe to flight— 
They there evacuated and scooted off like deers; 
But M'Clellan he is after them with the Union VoluDteera 
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Our next move is to Richmond — and then to Charleeton, 
fo raise our flag on Sumter's wall, where first the fight 

begfun— ' 
And soon well see throughout the land foul treason di» 

appear, 
And idl will hail, as a saWng band, the Union YolunteenL 

Then while we cheer the generals who all our victories 

planned. 
Well not forget the privates who followed their oommand, 
And all who read our history will say, in coming years, 
** God bless them who our nation saved — tha Union Yolun- 

teers." 



Xlie IMCapoli. or tlie XJndoii. 

Written ftnd wang hy Ton/ Pistor. 

An— We go Marching on. 

Rebellion's hour has come at last — Secession it must die; 
Too long the power of Uncle Sam the traitors did defy; 
But now their flag is in the dust — the day of doom is nig^ 
For we go marching on — 
For every danger we will brave it— 
Our starry flag aloft well wave it ; 
A hero to the nation gave it — 
Our glorious Washington. 



JBut 



The nations of old Europe thought^ a little while ago^ 
That Unde Sam was mighty weak, our people rather sbw, 
we're " some pumpkins" on the fight, I guess just now 
they know, 
As we go marching on. 
They thought us but a small potato nati<m, 
But now they've sorter got a calculation 
That Unde Sam can wallop all creatkMi, 
When he goes marching oo. 
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*JiB but a year ago, or so, we recollect it yet, 
io put the Union under ground Jeff. Davis made the threat, 
He thought from Northern traitors that ready help he*d get 
That hope he started on, . 
From Northern Abolition preachers, 
Horace Greeley and thfi other ''ism*' teachers— 
But the people shut tiie mouths of them ere creatuiM^ 
' As ^ey went jnarchmg W 

New York sent Ibrth her volunteers, the bravest and the best, 
New England sent her Yankee sons, and well they stood 

the test — 
The hardy tillers of the soil came teeming from the West, 
And all went marching on, 
And the noble work they Ve done in such a manner, 
That from Tennessee down to Louisiana, 
They've raised again the Union's starry banner, 
As they go marching on. 

They boldly marched into the fight, with ready hand and 

heart, 
And rebel forts, on every side, they've taken from the start— 
They've knocked Jeff. Davis into smash — upset his apple- 
cart. 
As they went marching on. 
They find M'Clellan isn't funning^— 
80 when they hear that he is coming, 
Thjy, like they did at Yorktown, take to running, 
While he goes marching on. 

The banner that our fathers bore, mahitaln it yet we will, 
The beacon light of liberty — and so it shall be still- 
Baptized in noble Warren's blood, 'twas bom at Bunker HQl, 
And it shall yet wave on. 
And when this reoel flame it smothers. 
United then again as brothers, 
Our land shall shine above all others— 
From Maine to Oregon. 
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The Yankee's DBseape fVom 
{li^eeeg^li.. 

An Original Becltation by Tony Pastor. 
• 

Jerusalem 1 May I be goll dam'd ef I ami most super- 
latiyely happy to git back into a nhrigtia-Ti yrhifA man ry^in-^ 
munity once morOi whar that ere glonous old Star Spangled 
Banner waves triumphantly over the heads of a free and 
independent people &at's sound on the goose, for the Con- 
stitution of 'f 6 and the hull Union I 

I tell you what, folks, when I got jiorth o* Mason and 
Dixon*s line, and seen that ar flag a fl,yin over Washington, 
guarded hy qur brave ^ode Island, Massachusetts, and 
New York volunteers, with grim old Winfield Scott to 
generalize the hull bilin on 'em, I felt all over as if I'd 
been indulgin in a dozen Fourth of July and Thanksgiving 
bustifications all consolidated into one. I did, by Jehu I 
Talking of consolidation just puts me in mind how IVe 
made out to get out o' tbat dam'd yellow, consumptive^ 
cantakrious, putitical rattlesnake nest, Montgomery, pre- 
sided over by old Satan's twin brother, Jeff. Davis. .le'a 
as mean a damn'd skunk as wore hair. He is, by Jehu ! 
Why, a decent Yankee dog wouldn't condescend tew bark 
at him, no how. If he did, Jeff, would only promise him 
a licking, and then repudiate payment, hj Jehu I 

Wall, I was down South, tu Mon^omery, with a few 
notions to trade, from Connecticut; and whenever I tried 
tew make a-trade, somehow the folks seceded, so I tuk on 
as steward in the Montgomery hotel, whar I made out 
pretty well — ^but by Jehu I had to put a safety valve on 
my Union steam jist about them times. Il I hadn't, my 
patriotism would a collapsed a flue, and there'd |^ bin some^ 
body hurt, hy Jinks. i 

Wall, tlie day they inaugurated that piratical devil-faced 
■on of a kangaroo, old Jeff., for President of the rattlesnake 
confederacy of non-paying merchants and United Stated 
bond stealers, they had an all-flred jolliflcation, and I had 
tew see that things was flxed about rite. They eat, and 
drank, an' blowod — ^an' eat an' blowed. At last old Jeff 
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gits an* speechified a speU. I swan, I felt all oyer as if 
rd taken a dose of antimonial wine, an' wanted tew throw 
rite np. Bj-ttnd-bjr, sajrs he, "Well march tew "Wash- 
ing^n, and take it-— ves, sir-ee; for the chivalrj of the 
South's invincible " (Jest about then 1 felt the damdest 
itching about my knuckles, and I undid my wristbands.) 
" Yes," sayis JeC, ** its an undisputable &ct diat one South- 
erner can chaw up ten o* their Northern white trash." 
(Jest then I felt my steam increasing, an' I pulled off my 
cx)at, by Jehu I) " For isn't eveiy Southern soldier a gentle 
man? Yes, sir-ee. Each gentleman of the Confederate 
army wiU have a nigger boy to keep the sun off him, and 
brush the flies away, and a one-thousand-dollar nigger tew 
hold his rifle and carry him oyer the rough roads, when 
there's bad marching. And where's t^e foe can withstand 
our chiyalry? I tell you that old Scott's a dam'd old 
granny — and I intend to be m the White House next 
Fourth of July. I do." Then they all ripp'd and tore, 
and shouted, and cuss'd, and swore, yew'd a thought Beel- 
sebub's lower brimstone regions had broke loose I 

Wall, I felt if I didn't speak out then I'd go to kingdom 
come in a gallopmg consumption — so I blarts rite out, I did, 
by Jehu! "See here, Mr. Dayis," says I, "I calculate old 
Scott's httle finger's worth all t^e dam'd traitor limbs in 
your confounded rebellious secession carcass, by Jehu I 
and if you get into Washington, it'll be with a Union rope 
aroimd your dam'd traitorous wizzen, with a night-cap on 
your head, so you'd be all ready to take your last sleep, 
and that on a Northem gallows." 

JemsalemI You ought tu heard them fellers — ^they was 
goin' to expend a double allowance of tar and the contents 
9' sundry featherbeds for my especial benefit, instantane- 
ously. But one of 'em stops 'em. Says he, "Ddn't you 
think we're right?" 

'* Right on the road to the dam'dest wickedest onnatural- 
est breaking up o( tiie freest, greatest^ noblest, an' best 
goyeroment the blessed sun ever shone on," ses L " What I 
tear asunder them glorious Stars and Stripes planted by 
Washington, Warren, Marion, and the staunch old fifty six 
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■igners of that glorious Declaration — the Stars and Stripes 
o* Liborty that floats everywhar — that banner old Hull 
carried in tlie stdut old Constitution when he let the prou« 
Guerriere find out Johnnj Bull had a rival on the sea and a 
master ou the land. 

"That dear old flag! tear that apart I no, sir-eet nary 
a once. I tell you wluit, old Scott planted that flag, by the 
aid of Yankee volunteers, on the city of Mexico, and by 
the same aid hell make it fly in triumph from old YirgLuia 
to the Rio Grande.". 

'*BahI" says Jeff., ** what can he do?" 

"I tell you what hell dew," says L "HeUl take you, 
Mr. Stephens, and Beauregard jist as easy as a spider 'ull 
trap a blue bottle-fly. He'll break your rebellious swoids 
over your heads, tear the epaulets you've disgraced fnns 
your shoulders, and hang you by your treacherous necks 
until you're dead, as a warning to traitors, by thunder." 

Wall, when I said that they makes a break for me— 
'specially the big-whisker^ fellow that spoke fust — ^but 
I up with a tureen o' bilin hot soup, an' kerchuck I lets 
him have it kerbang in the face, an' away I dashes through 
the window — and the last I seen o' that secessionist he had 
tew nigger boys a pickin the hot rice out o' his whiskers, 
and a yaller gal a cooling him off with a fly-brush; and so 
here I be, safe an' sound on the goose, with three times 
ik/'ee cheers for the Stars and Stripes, (}en. Scott, the Con- 
hi .ution, and the Union, forever and ever. 



Uncle ISctm ** XJnder . W^eii^hi. 

SespeotfoUy dedicated to Tony Pastor, Sxi. 
AiB— The Laxy Clah. 

When our troubles here are ended, 
And the States together blended. 
And when we (mce more rise to pow«r» 
Oh, then will come the tyrant's hour. 
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Old England first must feel the sting 
Of Yankee hatred — ^then we'll tring 
Our guns to bear on Spain, some day 
When Uncle Sam gets " under weigh.** 

The case of Mason and Slidell, 
Is too well known for me to telL 
The British laugh, — ^but very soon 
niey'U laugh to quite another tune. 
A Yankee ship, and Yankee freight, 
In English waters met its fate. 
And, oh ! for this must England pay, 
When Undo Sam gets '* under weigh.** 

The Spaniards, when tiiis war broke out^ 
Did set up a derisive shout, 
And took possession of an isle, 
Which caused our Yankee blood " (o &ift ' 
We'll lick *em well, we will by jingo, 
For -setting foot on San Domingo. 
And I ''kinder" think we'll take Gu-ba^ 
When Undo Sam gets " under weigh.** 

But first we'll settle rebel hash, 
Then irto aboliticm dash ; 
With Davis hung, and Greeley gone, 
Our darker night will turn to dawn. 
'Way out in old Kentucky's soil, 
We made the rebels quidk recoil; 
There they found out, to their dismay, 
That Uncle Sam was " under weig^'* 



Written ftnd Song by Tony Putot. 

Now there is General Thomasi 

He is a man of pluck, 
He lately cleaned the rebels out 

Way down in old Kentuck. 
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At Somerset, our forces met, 

A battle then did offer, 
Our boys hurra, weVe won the daj, 

And down goes Zollicoffer. 

With a whack, eto 

There^s our Bumside expedition, 

Our nation's hope and pride. 
Bight well we know, they struck a blow 

Which can't be well denied. 
They by surprise, took (General Wise, 

Oh I nothing could be finer. 
They've got Roanoke, and Newborn, too 

How are you, North Carolina ? 

With a whack, eta 

They may taJk about the mudsillS| 

^d cowards of the North, 
But I tell you, and this is true, 

We're some when we ^ forth. 
In Tennessee, and Arkansas, 

We travel without passes, 
And now we've got, without a shot. 

The strong-hold of Manassas. 

With a whack, etc 

Another glorious victory. 

Fort Donelson is ours. 
And o'er its walls in triumph floats 

The good old Stars and Stripes. 
We're much annoyed, we've lost old Floyd, 

That coward, thiefj and traitor; 
)h, he knew he would get a rope, 

If he had stayed a little later. 

With a whack, eta 

The rebels have surrendered, 

At Island number ten ; 
Brave Foote was there, to take a share^ 

With all his gallant men. 
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A.nd General Pope, did with them oope, 

Until they did knock under, 
And hell soon be down in Memi^iis, 

And give the rebels thunder. 

With a whack, etc 

The Merrimack from Norfolk came, 

To sink the Cumberland ; 
All iron-clad, her work was sad, 

Her shots we couldn't stand. 
But dose in shore, the Monitor, 

The next day badly caught her, 
And started back, the Merrimack, 

To sink in rebel water. 

With a whack, etc . 

Old Beauregard tried mighty hard 

To capture General Grant ; 
So he marched to Pittsburgh Landing 

But heididu't like the jaunt. 
Although he come, with two to one, 

With battle-cry, "no quarter," 
Brave Grant and Buell gave him hot g «« 4 

And drove him back with slaughter 
With a whack, etc. • 

Our gunboats passed Fort Jackson, 

Brave Porter found the means. 
And in thirty hours our Yankee tars 

Had captured New Orieans; 
They made a stand with iron rama, 

But when they saw us coming, 
Like Beauregard at Corinth, 

Gkdned a victory by running. 

With a whadc, etc 

The rebels they are gettmg scared, 

They are upon my word ; 
TheyVe evacuated Yorktown, 

And got whipped at WilliamBburgh. 
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They'll not oome back, for little Mac 
Will then be sure to pop 'em, 

But now they've got to running, 
The devil couldn't stop 'em. 

With a whack, etc 



XJnolo ^a,m in fbir tlie TJniou, ancl 
out a.g'a.inst DisuiiLioiiL. 

Afl Bong by Tony PastOT. 

Antr-Bag of Nails. 

Eater, ofRoer, dressed aa Uncle Sam, red, white and blae paaU 
coatf American shield for a vest, spread-eagle cap. 

I'm Yankee-doodle Uhde Sam, 

Of freedom's mighty farm, sirs, 
That now near a hundred years. 

Has worked unto a charm, sirs. 
But some rogues talk of selling out, 

And scaring up disunion, 
But m beat his back red, white and hluef 

Who tries to splU my Vhum. 
Chorus : — ^Then stand up every mother's son, 

That's got a soul or liver, 
And swear by mighty Washington. 

Our Union forever. 

ICy cotton bags away down South, 

Ajre croaking rather sore, sir. 
And so they will, and so they did, 

In eighteen-thirty-four, sir. 
They vowed their states they'd "nttflt/y,** 

ijid peel off like an onion, 
Till brave old Jackson crowed shanghai, [i 

And made 'em stick to Union. 

Then stand up every mother's 

Now wont it be a 'tamal sin, 
That them same cotton bags, sir, 
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That helped to fence our freedom in, 

Should help to split our flag, sir ; 
Before I suffer sich disgrace, 

From any rebel minion, 
TU. white-wash every nigger's face. 

And make him ehoutfor Union, 
Then stand up. 

Oh, shall the sons of '76, 

When brother stood by brothef, 
Bring freemen down to sich a fix, 

And make '^n eat each other? 
The souls of Warren, Pitbnam, Stark, 

With eyes as big as an onion. 
Gry out, and bid us toe the mark, 

And go our death for Union. 
Then stand up. 

"We wont be skeered by any plan, 

That tries to cut in two, sir. 
The land where every man's a man, 

And every woman too, sir. 
Shall we, who foes could never lick, 

Fall by our own disunion? 
No; we're bound to stick to the last brick, 

To the temple of our Union. 
Then stand up. 

[Palls oat a luge watoh.] 

This watch on freedom's pivot hung, 

Holds an eternal lever: 
The sun and moon may both go wrong, 

But Vhion^s time-piece, never. 
Our nation works on such a string, 

United in communion, 
Take out one stato, you split the spring; 

And smash our clock of UnioD. 
Then stand «p. 
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Our flag on nearly forty stars, 

Floats where each ocean rolls, now 
And Dr. Hayes, just gone out, 

To hang on the pole, now. 
May he who would divide that flag, 

By scarin' up disunionj 
Be tied up in a woolly hag, 

And choked till he cries Uniok. 
Then stand up. 

But may this ftiss and feather strife, 

Be like a gal and loveyer. 
Or like a row, twixt man and wife, 

Be slicker when its over. 
Let North and South together pull, 

like freemen in communion, 
Let all dry-up, with nigger's wool, 

But never split our Union. 

Then stand up every mother's son 



' 'MLoFa.y on MloOlellan. 

Ab nmf by Tony PMtor. 
AiB— Barney ilnnegan. 

Oh, they talk about brave little Mac^ 

And make wiy faces — bad luck to them. 
While he rushed on our foes with a whack, 

And like grim death has he stuck to them. 
They howl at his plans like the divil — 

The ^>alpeens each movement harasses. 
While with a movement more certain than civil, 

He hurled all our foes from ] 



Oh, the blagguards that howl after blood, 
In Congress, so safe in their seats, sir. 

Would urge him through storms and through flood, 
Then snarl at success or defeats, sir. 



D git zed by Google 



NBW UNION SONG BOOK. 19 

If his movements don^t suit ism preachers 

Who safely remain on the shelves; — 
If they're such illigant teachers 

Why don't they "go in" then themselves. 

Oh, there's Wilson, that's howling so loud, 

Who a regiment raised in hummach. 
And marched through the streets mighty proud, 

But at Long Bridge grew sick at the stomach;— 
And Sumner, too— he of the sore head — 

Bed ink would make the man shiver; 
Yet of Mao sorry things has he said. 

Because blood don't flow like a river. 

Still there's little Mac^ so quiet, 

Not a word of complaint will he spake^ 
But danger he's bom to defy it ; 

And the head of Rebellion hell break. 
At Yorktown he took all their batteries, 

With nary the loss of a man; 
And, though I'm not given to flatteries, 

He's doing the best that he can. 



At Williamsburg, too, do you t 

He's not given to drinking or naps« 
But with forces just one against three, 

He routed the traitorly chaps. 
Wives ^d children his name blesses, 

Though victory may hover near. 
Without blood he would gain his successes 

And save the lone widow's tear. 

Then give three big cheers for McOlellan— - 

The gallant and true little Mac — 
The snake of Rebellion he's tread on. 

And flattened him stiff on his back. 
He don't care a danm for the howlers^ 

It's freedom he's trying to savo— 
Hell straighten these traitorly growlers^ 

And the flag of the Union shall wave. 
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Xlit^c's "Wliat's tlie IBdCattei*. IVo. I. 

Written and sang by Tony Pastor. 

An— Walt for tha Wagon. 

If down South they'd hear to r^Mon, 
They'd forsake stem war's alarmSi 
And repentant of their treason, 

They'd soon hiy down their arms. 
To go in for the Union 

Would be their safest plan, 
For theyll find out, mighty certain. 
That they can't whip " Uncle Sam." 
Charts— ThAt'a what's the matter! 
That's what's the matter I 
That's what's the matter! 
And I guess youll say so too 

We'd oughter take old Massa Mbalt, 

And his Abolition crew, 
And make them fight for the Union, 

Just as they'd orter to do ; 
For it was these self-same fellows 

That first kicked up the fHiss — 
And I think we'd oughter to make them 

Help settle up the muss. 

Chorus — ^That's what's the matter, ko. 

At Pensaoola, down in Florida, 

The rebel General Bn^ 
Has attacked old Fort Pickens, 

And fired on our flag — 
Its defended by true Yankee boys — 

Colonel Brown he leads the van. 
And o'er its walls shall ever wave 

The flag of "Uncle Sam." 

ChoruB^Then that's what's the matter, 4q 

We want no foreign interferenoo 
To meddle with us now, 
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For " Columbia" is qtiite able 

To settle up this row. 
Then the despots of old Europe 

Had better look to home, 
And they^U find it their best poUcj 

To let " Uncle Sam" alone. 

G%oni»— That's what's the matier, ke. 

Our alGsdrs begin to brighten, 

And our prospects look more dear 
But well never stop the fighting 

Until all traitors disappear. 
Then treason will lose its station, 

And our Stars and Stripes so bright 
Will wave o'er this happy nation, 

And things will be "all right." 

Chorus — That's what's the matter, Ae. 



TKat's What's tlie Miattei- No. ». 

Ab Song by Tony pMtor. 
Am— Bow-wow-wow. 

New York is quite a little town, 

I hardly think you'll doubt it, 
But rather listen patiently. 

To what 111 sing about it 
I trust 111 please you too, becadse 

My song is new, I flatter, 
And I hope I'll gain your kind applause, 

And thaCa whafa the matter. 
That's just BO ; rl fol too ral too— that's just so 

Tm weU posted on the ins and outs, 
Of this dashing little town, air^ 

But the gallant sports, that dash about, 
Add much to its renown, air. 
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0f course its none of mj affairs, 

If they pay their tailor or their hatter. 

But they do put on so many airs, 
And ihaPa whafa the maUef 
That*8 just so, &c 

Now when a man, cash has lots o^ 

His influence will never end, sir, 
He's sure to have each girl in love. 

And every man his friend, air. 
But when he hasn't got a cent, 

^s friends will quiddy scatter, 
They'll shake him when his money's spent 

And thafa wJiafa the nutUer, 
That's just so^ Aa 

If a fellow he goes on a spree, 

I'm sure it is no crime, atr^ 
He soon gets drunk quite gloriously, 

And has a high old time, air. 
But in the morning when awake. 

His aching nerves they clatter. 
He has a devilish bad headache. 

And ihafa wha^a the mcUter, 
That's just so, &o. 

All strangers now, both great and small, 

Soon make this resolution. 
And say, " Bob Butler's Music Hall, 

Is our greatest institution." 
Here King Talent has his station. 

And mighty fun does scatter, 
^th the public approbation, 

And ihat^a what's the matter. 
That's just so, Ac. 

When down South, the rebels first begai^ 
This most uiyust of wars, air, 

Our New York volunteers they ran, 
To fight for the Union cause, air. 
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Death to seoession, thej all swore, 

Disunion we will shatter, 
New York is Union to the core. 

And tJuWs whaCs the matter. 
That's just 80 ; &a 

But tbe " Stars and Stripes*' shall wave ere long, 

Over our States, again united. 
Then may our nation, great and strong, 

By secession ne'er be bUghted. 
We're bound these rebels to subdue, 

Their traitorous army scatter. 
Our Union now, forever too. 

And thafs what's the matter. 
That's just so, Jtc. 



Ab Sang by Tony Pftttor. 

Though ciril war is raging, throughout our glorious land, 
And 'long our shores, brave men in scores, lie buried in 

the sand. 
To aged and youth, I'll tell this truth, receive it with a thrill, 
Though in field and flood, we wade in blood, we're the 
same people still. 

With a whack row de dow. 

We're only the same people, 

With a whack row de dow. 

United we are strong. 

Sweet peace and freedom flourished both North and South, 

you know, 
And every man worked his own |dan for fortune had 

^ow. 
Our liberty to us was free, it cost no grudge or taxes, 
Till fools and knaves raked up the slaves, whereon to grind 

their axes. 
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"With awhadc row de dow, 
A curse will rest upon them, 
With a whack row de dow, 
Our Union .we will sare. 

Politidans in the sunny South, the planters did deoeiye, 
And in the North, had men went forth, made northern 

folks belieye. 
In language strict a great conflict, must rage twixt slaves 

and lahor, 
And now amazed, our swords are raised, against both friend 
and neighbor. 

With a whack row de dow. 
We're only the same people, Ac. 

But in this dreadful crisis, the good men all arose, 

Run up our flag, 'gainst cotton's rag, when the matter 

came to blows ; 
And higher still that old flag will wave o'er this gloriout 

Union, 
Before it all traitors must fall, and perish in obliviorL 
With a whack row de dow, 
A curse upon all traitors, &o. 

We are but the same people in blood North and South, 
And this horrid war, comes to our door, through foolish 

word of mouth. 
Then let no toast imply a boast, of victories we may gain, 
In being right we gain our might, ashore, and on the main. 

With a whack row de dow, 

We have a bully navy. 

With a whack row de dow, 

A bully army too. 

N&w all the pride and glory that victory may give. 

Does not belong in verse or song, to those that North 

may Uve, 
For we can trust a cause so Just, to any class of fireemen^ 
And rebellion could not have won, led on by man oi 

demon. 
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With a whack row de dow, 
We'te only the same people^ 
"With a whack row de dow, 
United we are strong. 

Then ^ot ns sH rejoice, hurrah, and let our shouts arise, 
Victory is sweet, but their defeat is victory in disguise ; 
For they're misled, defeat brings bread, to this they will 

awaken, 
They'll come out right, with hearts contrite, admit they 

were mistakea 

With a i^hack row de dow. &a 

Our Union must and will be saved, of that there is no aoubt. 
Then South and North, we must go forth, and drive aU 

traitors out 
Let us combme, ourselves confine unto this resolution. 
We swear to-day all must obey the laws and constitution 
With a whack row de dew, &o. 



Xliat ISoutl&eim "WAfi^on. 

Ab Boiig by Tony Putor. 

Ahp— If ftit for th« Ifagon. 

Jefll Davis built a wagon, and on it put his name, 
And Beauregard was driver of Secession's ugly frame* 
The horse he would get hungry, as most of horses do: 
They had to keep the collar tight, to keep from pulUng 
through. » 

Chorw — ^Bully for the wagon, 

The new Secession wagon; 
Oh, Beaury hdd^fehe nag in, 
While you all take a ride. 

xhe axles wanted greasing — ^the body wasn't wide: 
North Carolina jumped into it Mississippi by her sidt^ 
3 
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Virginia took a cushioned seat, and Louisiana next, 
South Carolina got to "scroug^g," and Florida got rexeo 

They asked Kentucky to take a ride, she said ''the horti 

was blind," 
She shook her head at seeing Tennessee jump on behind; 
But Jeflf. assured her " all was right," the wagon it was new, 
Missouri winked at Beauregard, and said " it wouldn't do.' 

Old Scott brought out his Vagon— one that had run fin 

years; 
They caught Old Union, hitched him up, and greased the 

runnmg gears. 
Said Scott, "McOlellan, you're the boy I want to fill my 

place. 
So take the reins, and get the folks, and give Sesesh a race." 

New York and Pennsylvania,* with a host of Yankee boya^ 
Got up into the wagon, and they called for Illinois; 
And old Ohio, she jumped in, Missouri tried her luck, 
A.nd Indiana threw her arms around good old KentudL 

Old Union threw his head back — ^he travelled rather slow 
Until they reached Manassas — ^they hallooed " let him go ;" 
Their cheers for Union made him put new mettle in his heeL 
He run into " Secession" — tore the spoke out of a wheel 

They took the broken wagon back, and put in all new spokes ; 
Secesh went down towards Kentuck, to tell i^ to the folks. 
Old Union started after, and he made the welkin ring 
When he rim into Secession at a little place — Mill Spring. 

Secesh got scared and run away — ^the like was never seen ; 
Old Union threw his head back, and sailed through Bowling 

Green; 
Secesh ran to Cumberland, and could'nt get across — 
Ee broke the reinfl that guided him, and trusted to his boss 

Old Union got his "dander up," and passed him "under 

way," 
He run into Fort Donelson, but didn't go to stay. 
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Tennessee fell out the wagon, and the balance of them criedf 
Aad asked McClellan, as he passed, '*Sa7, Mister, let ua 
ride." 

They went from there to KashyiUe, and there thejll change 

the scenes, 
They^U grease the axle, torn old Union^s head towards New 

Orleans; 
Theyll stop at Memphis, feed the hoss, and then they^ let 

him go, 
To drag Seoesh's rotten firame to the Gulf of Mexico. 

Now Buckner he's gone up the spout^ and Floyd has seen 

the sights, 
And all the boys that went away with Buckner for their 

" rights." 
Ah, boys, youVe seen the elephant — ^I hope it wont be long 
rai you'll be flinging out with joy, "The Union, right or 

wrong." 



••A.iiy Other MCan.** 

AiB— Wet Sheet and a Flowing SeiL 

Ab Song by Tony Putor. 

Come listen to me, one and all, 

VU sing to you a lay, 
And speciate upon the time, 
And fashions of the day. 
And if you'll pay attention, 

I'll do the best I can. 
To tell you what I think of you, 
" Or any other man." 
Ohobus. — ^Then go it if you're called upon, 
And do the best you can. 
To show the South that you are right 
" Or any other man." 
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Go read the page of history, 

Of nations great and small, 
You'll find that HmI Columbia's hind» 

Can beat them one and aU. 
And while our flag of freedom 

Wayes o'er this happy land. 
Well try to keep the Union safe, 

" Or any other man." 
Cbobub.— Then go it, ^ 

The demagogies now in the South, 

Had better mind their eye, 
Nor try by any shabby tricks, 

To come it on the sly ; 
For all our boys will rally round, 

Our good old Undo Swn, 
To fight, and bleed, or die for him« 

And nary " other man." 
Cbobhs.— Then go it, &a 

Our constitution well defend, 

Our country, and its laws. 
All rebel traitors we will drive 

Forever from our shores. 
If Johnny Bull should interfere, 

(They say it is his plan,) 
We'll whoUop him, Jeffi Davis too, 

" Or any other man." 

Our country calls on every one, 

No matter where his birth/ 
So our Irish boys will show the South, 

Their courage, skill, and worth ; 
And when it comes to fighting, 

The foremost of the van, 
Will be our gallant Sixty-Ninth. 

" Or any other man." 
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BNOORB VBBSBa "ANY OTHER MA2iJ.»» 
Ab Bung by Tonj Putor. 

At Boonyille late, a battle was 

Where foemen strong in might, 
With bayonet crossed, and steel opposed, 

As enemies did fight 
But the soldiers of old Uncle Sam, 

Did make the rebels quake. 
They killed three hundred traitors therr, 

And the rest did prisoners take, 
** Or any other man.*' 

Old Qovemor Jackson ran away. 

And so did General Price, 
And Pillow, down at Cairo swore. 

They'd be on him in a trice. 
What a foo? to join old Jeflf., he cried 

When he the wa- began; 
Those Yankees will not be whipped by ui, 
" Or any other man." 

We thought after Sumter they'd fall bade, 

And trembUng, feel afraid. 
But I'll be damedf instead of that. 

It has them bolder made. 
They have sworn to lick us out and out. 

This restless Yankee band. 
There will not be a traitor left^ 

" Or any other man." 

Tony's GS-ireat XJnion Speeoli. 

Deliyered amid thunders of applanae. 

Feller-Sovereigns of the great, glorious, victorious, and 
notorious E Pluribus Unum of thirty-three States, seven 
ferritories, and one District — ^including New Jersey, Cen- 
tral Park, and Staten Island — I stand here upon the live- 
oak platform of eternal Union, and I appeal to every man 
a* 
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and woman on this side of the heU-gate of Secession^ and 
eveiy fire-eater t'other side of Jordan, and I ask, la this 
great, growing, and conglomerated and confederated plan- 
tation of planets of liberty, concentrated and cemented by' 
the blood and sweat of patriotic heroes — ^bounded on the 
east by Daybreak, on the west by Eternity Peak, on the 
north by the Aurora Borealis, and on the South by Eternal 
Sunshine, sugar chivalry, white cotton, black wool, yaller 
gals, yaller fever and secession, and clinched, as it is, in 
file MiDDLB by the almighty lever of Union, Conciliation, 
and No-you-don't-se-cedeism (putting his thumb to his nose). 
Shall this mighty temple of liife, liberty and the pursuit of 
happiness, be split asunder because a rail splitter happens 
to be voted into the <dd lurm-chair of Washington ? No, 
feller-sovereigns and feller-soverei^esses. Forbid it, ye 
mouldering bones of Revolutionary heroes, war-horses and 
pitchforks, ** whose every battle-field is holy ground," from 
the blood-baptized plains of Lexington to Long Island ; 
from Bunker Hill to Trenton, where 

Washington and Knox 

Gi^ve tlite foe a GhriBtmas box ; 

fh>m the great Pedee, at Charleston, where General Marion 
lived on Union and sweet-potato peelins, to the great 
Penobscot Forbid it, ye daughters of Revolutionary 
mammys, who knit stockings for the heroes who walked 
shoe-deep in snow and blood to build up our Union, and 
bequeathed the glorious liberty to wear shoes or go bare- 
footed. Forbid it, ye Stabs that came down from heaven 
to roost upon our fia^ forever. Forbid it ye Stripes that 
came from the rainbow when Qod formed a imion with 
Captain Noah never to split up the world again, and from 
whidi Union they have never seceded. 

Split our Union ! Tell it not in Gath — ^publish it not In 
the streets of Charleston — ^pin it not on the white hat of 
Horace Greely— or rather bid him put on the black wool 
of mourning. What I split up our happy Union, because a 

•^ail-splitter no matter, we'll soon split the eternal Tree 

of Liberty mto rails, stakM, and riders, to fence it in forever. 
Yea, while the American eagle, perched on the highest 
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post thereof— like the fiery cherubim . that guarded the 
gates of Eden-— shall flap his wings and cry out death to 
him who lets down the bars of Secession. Split our Union 1 
Why, the very trees start up, root and branch, and cry out 
Vees-on. The old Liberty Tree, stirred by the etamal 
Harry Ckme of indignation, would shake her branches, as 
Metamora says, "from the East to the West, in the North, « 
and in the South," and scratch the tamal hides of those who 
would tear up the Union. The Old Hickory Tree, with 
the spirit of the immortal Andrew Jackson hovering among 
its branches, would part into a million of whips, as Shaks- 
peare says, 

**To lash the rascalB naked throngh the world.^ 
They talk of dividing the Union by the rule of short 
division ; but when they come to cipher it out, and prove 
it, where will they find paper enough to hold the figures? 
Why, they'd be lie the stars in the great celestial Union 
above us, the. more they try to 'numerate 'em, the more they 
couldn't count 'em. How would they divide the glorious 
flag that has floated in triumph from the Halls of the Mon- 
tezumas to the ice-peaks of the north polt and Grinnel'a 
land. Why, if they should divide the flag, give the stars 
to the Unionists, and the stripes to the backs of the Se- 
ceders, who woiild alter our national motto of E Pluribus 
Unum, into that of E Blunderbus S?wot-emt How shall 
we divide our national currency ? Give the heads to the 
North and the tails to the Soulii, if they dare to " run the 
hazard of the die." If we have to divide our forts, why 
let the true-bli^es man the guns {imitating 8?iooiing\ and give 
the bullets to the rebels, while the American eagle stand- 
ing on the Rocky Mountain, with the Stars and Stripes la 
one claw, and with his thumb to his nose, shall cry: "Sot 
up the pins — you can't come it" — singing — Air, Dixie — 

' Sugar eane and cotton bale, 

To split the Union's bound to &U— 
Huzza 1 huzza I 

Tb iht audience) Gome in people, and join smgiog; 

We'll stand up for th« UutOB— 
Huzsal huzzal 
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.Old Sng^laiid'ei JPosition. 

As tang bj Tonj Putor. 
Acfr^Lasj Glab. 

When first the quarrel here began, 
Old Englsmd took a neutral stan\ 
And with her hand upon her heart 
Swore in this war she'd take no part 
But well we know she'd not forgotten 
How much she needed Southern cotton; 
And now behold I for cotton's sake, 
Her word with us she wants to break. 

How dare she talk of insult given, 
When for our ruin hard she's striven? 
We whipp'd her twice, and take my word 
Wet aint liiraid to try the third. 
We don't care tfiai for all her brag 
About the insult to her flag: 
And whan thid Southern utrHe is o^er, 
We'll ialk to her about a war. 

Laughing at our separation, 

She demands some reparation ; 

If she don't like the " Right of search," 

We'll not forget the "Harvey Bu-ch.'* 

No matter now — ^but by and by 

Old England's anger we'll defy; 

Then with an army, strong and brave, • 

We*ll see who's Mistress of the Wave, 

Couldn't ^ee' tko Point 

An Original Oomio Song^ as sang by Tony Pastor. 
AiB-^Ck>aldn't stand the Press. 

Some sayings now are queer, 
I hardly think youltdoubt^ 

But rather kindly hear 
The one I'll sing about; 
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Now all around this town 
The sajing has been learnt — 

[Spoken,^ — ^And jouTl generally find that if you happen 
to ask a friend to do something uncongenial to his feelings 
hell tell you, in very polite language, that 

He ^an^t see the point — 

Bi tid de fl dol de ray, kc 

Now a fellow goes on a spree 

"With plenty of the blunt, 
He spends his money free, 

And soon gets mighty drunk — [JERc] 
"With bad wluskey, gin, and rum, 

His insides they get burnt — 

[Sp6ken.^^And the next time he goes out in company, 
he drinks his liquors with temperate prudence. He soon 
^ts a genteel sufficiency — and as for [h4c] getting dniiilr 
tkgain, why — 

" Ee cotddn't see (he point''— 
Ri tid de fi rol de ray, Aa 

Now a fellow falls in love 
With a girl both young and gay, 

He begs her to elope. 

And with him to run away; 

He swears that with his love 
Her heart he will anoint — 

[Spoken,'\ — And as all imprudent young fellows will do 
on such occasions — ^he draws his chair up nearer— encircles 
the charming "Mary Jane" in his arms and is about to— 
kiss her, I mean — when she says, "Look here, sir — such 
things may be all very nice when people are married, and 
settled, and don't regret consequences — ^but as for allowing 
you to take any liberties with me, sir, now— Why^ I 

" CoMnH see (he poinC*^ 
Bi tid de fi dol de ray, fta 
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When treason, South, jou knoW| 

First dimly did appear, 
And traitors struck a blow 

At our liberties, so dear. 
They swore that they woidd put * 

Our Union out of joint — 

[SpokesL] — ^But the good, true, loyal people of the Kortb 
went back on this " nice little arrangement" — ^rose en masse 
for the defence of Uncle Sam and the Constitution, and 
sworo that — 

They couldn*t see the point— 
^ tid de fl dol de ray, &c. 

So now I'll end this rhyme; 

I think I'd better stop— 
m sing some other time. 

And let this subject drop; 
And if you really think 

Your kind applause Fve eamt— 

[SpokenJ] — ^Why, then, gentlemen, I shall feel deeply 
gratified, to tlunk that I have succeeded in entertaining 
you for a few moments — and, of course, under these cir- 
eumstanoes — ^it will be unnecessary for you to say that— 

" Tou can't see the point "— 
Ri tid de fl dol de ray, fta 



Xlio 'PfyfyT' Old Worn-out 
Traitor. 

A, Pathetic Bftllftd, arranged for Tony Paitor. 

Good folks, pray listen to my tale— 

I hope 'twill not alarm. ye— 
I lately for a soldier went. 

And joined the rebel army ; 
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I left my wife in "Weehawken, 
Perhaps never more to meet her— 

Oh pity my sad case, good folks, 
Vm a poor old played-out traitor. 

They ordered me to march away, 

-Ajid the battle we should win it — 
But a Zouave gave me this black eye. 

Just when we did begin it; 
Then a Scotchman with no trowsers oo, 

A nasty, ugly, creature, 
He stuck his bayonet into me — 

I^m a poor old played-out traitor. 

I saw my comrades falling down, 

Acd nobody could stop *em; 
For the bullets of the Union men 

Each minute was sure to pop 'em * 
An Irishman came up to me— 

A regular fire-eater, — 
And pulled my nose— see how it's swelled— 

I'm a poor old played-out traitor. 

How I did wish I was at home ; 

But 'twas no use of sighing — 
Till a ball it struck me— in my heart — 

And I thought that I was dying. 
They beat me as you see me now ; 

You would not know a feature — 
Just see now what a plight Vm in — 

A poor old worn-out traitor. 

Now, young men, warning take by me— 

Never fight against this nation; 
You'll be disfigured, just like me, 

And in the same situation. 
My wife she will not own me now, 

And it will not do to beat her; 
3he swears she'll never room again 

With a poor old played-out traito? 
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Xlie Peacef^il Sattle of 3XaiiafiM 



Things I don*t liko to ne.* 
As song by Tony Pastor. 

It's airly it was on a late pleasant momin\ 

Whin Phabus was shinin* like turf at a wake, 
That Pater O'Brien come into me quarters 

An' tould me as how he had something to spakA. 
*^ It's marohin' we are for Manassas," says Pater, 

" To dane out the rebels as clane as can be ; 
An' if I am kilt, I'll be murthered all over. 

Which manes, if I live I'll be shooted," says he. 

•* Sure Pater," says I, " but ye talk like a woman 

That's dane aten up wid romantics," says I; 
"It's Irishmen thrue that are bom be the faction, 

But divil a one is so aisy to die." 
"Te comfort me throubles intirely," says Pater, 

*' An' spacheless I am wid yer spakin'," says he ; 
" If Misther Ould Nick is in nade of a crature^ 

I'll give him the rebel convanient to ma" 

Then Pater an' me turned our illegant faytures 

Fomint the brigade tliat was part of ourselves; 
An* bouldly we marched at the top of the momin', 

like so many Irishmen lookin' for elves, 
"Go aisy, me b'ys," says our gintleman captain, 

"An' silence yer beautiful mugs, if ye plase; 
It's jist for a nice bit of tactics we're thrjrin'. 

To give the secheshers a Far Downer's squaze,** 

We marched through the mud an' we marched through 
the bushes. 

In rout time, in quick time, in no time at all; 
But still the seceshers were partially scarcer 

Than pure Mountain Dew at a timperaoce balL 
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An* then whin we rached ould Manassas in person- 
Bad luck till the same 1 — ^'twas a desert we found, 

Wid niver a rebel in sight but was absent, 
An' plenty of nothing to cover the ground. 

Poor Pater looked round, like a duck in hot water. 

**I*m thinkin' that Mac's Anaconda," says he, 
'* Has aten the rebels like so many rabbits, 

An' swallowed their guns to digest thim, ye* see." 
•* Sure, Pater, asthore, ye are slightly mistaken. 

For this is the truth of the matter," says I : 
" Not waitin' for Mac's Anaconda to bolt 'em, 

They've bolted themselves as it's plain to espy." 



riie TJnion Sig^ Xhing^ on lee. 

Written by Tony Pastor. 

When Southern rebels undertook, 

To pull Columbia from her station, 
And they the Stars and Stripes forsook, 

To break up this mighty nation. 
They set up secession as a plea, 

Ajid fixed things so mighty nice, str, 
Jeff Davis, and all did agree. 

That 'twas a big thing on ice, sir. 
That's just so^ kc 

They boldly stdle our ships of war, 

Of our forts they took possession, 
And over Washington they swore, 

Should wave the flag of secession. 
They stole our money from our mints, 

AJl traitors to entice, «r. 
And loudly they threw out their hints, 

That 'twas a big thing on ice, sir. 
That's just so, &c. 

They marched a hundred thousand mo^ 

Of rebels not a few, «r, 
4 
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To desecrate our Capital, ^ 

And swore they'd take it, too, tit 

Bat the rebel General Beauregard, 
Will never try it twioe, «fr, 

For he'll surely find it is not 
Such a big thing on ice, mt. 

That's just so, Ac. « 

•pur volunteers quite recently, 

"Wiped out a Uttle debt, sir; 
The rebel forts stormed gallantly. 

At Hatteras Inlet, sir. 
They forced the rebels to retreat, 

i^jid now it*s my impression, 
That another too or such defeat. 

Sounds the death knell of secession. 
That's just 80, fta 

In Maryland the rebels too. 

Attention badly need, «fr, 
They're boasting loudly what they'l do, 

They swear that they'll secede, sir. 
But General Diz, will surely fix 

This meddling traitorous set, «tr, 
And he'll send each traitor mighty quick 

To Fort Lafayette, sir. 
^ That'sjust so, fta 

Out in Missouri too we read. 

The rebels they have gathered, 
Missouri they swear shsdl secede, 

Secession at a hazard. 
But General Fremont a trap has set. 

For the rebel General Pnce, «r. 
And he'll find it's not, to his regret. 

Such a big thing on ice, sir. 
That's just so, Ac. 

A word for old Kentucky, too. 
There secession is played out, si/r^ 

And to the Union they're proving trufl^ 
They know what they're about, sir. 
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They've ordered the rebels off their wnl, 

At a moment not too late, sir ; 
AH honor to the Union men, 

Of the Kentucky legislature. 
That's just so, ko, 

Now to this Union we'll adhere, 

By patriotism be nerved, «r, 
Like General Jackson, we will swear, 

Our flag shall be preserved, sir. 
Well fight disunion to the death, 

Our country at all price, *ir, 
And soon the rebels will forsake, 

Their big thing on ice, sir. 
That's just so, fta 



Hunlcex Soy isi ^S'anlcee Doodle. 

Written bj Fred Shftw, the greftt Comic Singer, and rang by Ton/ 
Pastor. 

Some jrears ago, you all well know, 

When we were very young. 
Old John, our dad, got very mad 

At our saucy tongues; 
He said he would learn us some good, 

By whacking all our backs, sirs — 
Across the sea he sent some tea. 
Also a heavy tax, sirs — 

Oh, whack fal de ral de ra; 
Hunkey boy is Yankee Doodle. 
Whack fal de ral, 
And hoop de dooden do. 

Yankee men, just about then, 

Didn't wish tea hi their larder; 
So, on a spree, they chucked the teib 

Into old Boston harbor. 



D git zed by Google 



40 



Then Yankee stripped — his dad he whipped. 
And helped by* his descendants, 

Through war and tustle, upon his muscle. 
Gained his independence. 
Whack M de ral, fta 

By words of mouth the traitors South 

Have broke the Constitution; 
With Beauregard, whom they regard, 

They're trying dissolution. 
But they are fools, and silly tools 

Of worn-out politicians. 
Who sorry feel, for they can't steal, 

To better their conditions. 
Whack fal de r^ fta 

They say that France will take a chance 

And go back on Yankee Doodle ; 
And Johnny Bull will take a pull — 

But he isn't such a noodle. 
Should he do that, why **Misiher Pa£' 

Would pay him for past abuse, sirs, 
And Erin's Isle would rise in style, 

And quickly cook his goose, sirs. 
Whack fal de ral, Ac. 

We've Scott, that's true — McClellan too. 

And Butler from Massachusetts ; 
Without flattery — Sherman's battery. 

Men that know how to use it. 
Worst of their woes — ^they've got no clothes, 

Although they've lots of cotton — 
Plenty of rice, and General Price, 
. Whom you know show'd good " bottom." 
Whack fal de ral, Jtc 

Now see what we have done by sea 
When our gunships took a stari — 

They for a lark just took Fort Clarke. 
And knocked Hatteras all apart. 
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In a few days, the paper sajs. 

Well make the tfaitors civil — 
For with our means we'll take Orleans, 

And blow them to the deviL 
Whack fal do ral, &C. 

The traitors say the/ll win the day, 

And pocket all the boodle; 
Let them to work, and stop their talk, 

And look for Yankee Boodle. 
When next we catch them at the scratch, • 

'Twill be no Bull Bmi play, sirs; 
The bull with fHght, and taU outright, 

Wni run the other way, sirs. 
Whack federal, Aa 



At f&ng by Tony PMtor. 
An— Slatty Tair and Ohantiiig Bennj. 

Hearts of freedom's holy land, 

Unite in bold communion— 
Byyour starry banner stand, 

For liberty and Union. 
ICarch, our glorious flag to save 

From its desecrators — 
Swear the land our fathers gave 

Shall ne*er be ruled by traitors. 

Hearts of freedom's holy land, kG. 

By the valor of our sires, 
And Washington's bright glory— 

By Fort Sumter^s flaming fir^ 
And Baltimore's streets gory — 

Ere traitors shall divide our flag 
That's waved through three great wars, air. 
4* 
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We*ll lash the foul hacks, with the 8tripefl» 
Until they see the stars, sir. 

Hearts of freedom's holy land, ic. 

With treason they began the ronv. 

And work with murder and fire- 
But our Zouaves will put both out^ 

And make "Virginia** ^e. 
The heart of Ellsworth, young and brtTe, 

Will animate our heroes, 
Until withm a traitor's grave 

We lay rebellious Keroa. 

Hearts of freedom's holy land, &o 

May eVry skulking rebel find 

Another Frank Brownell, sir, 
To let each murderous landlord feel 

*'Be eani keep a hotd, «tr." 
We will never sheath our swords 

Till from each sea and crag, sir, 
Every heart shouts forth the words— 

Ons Nation and one flag, sir. 

Hearts of freedom's holy land, fto 



Ho^^^ are yon, ««H:old SCiniplttn^^ 

A Patriotio Song, as rang 1^ Tony Futor. 

The British lion loud did roar 

And couldn't really think 
How Unde Sam could go to war 

Without a cent of clnnk. 
For he, like others as forlorn, 

At Cotton's throne fell down. 
And little thought that good King Con 

Did wear a golden crown. 



And we all know he loudly swore 
That in this civil fight 
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He never onoe would show liia paw 
TUl t^ngs Again were right 

But Johnnj Bull oould not forget 
The days of long ago— 

When Washington and Lafayette 
G^ve him a deadly blow. 

He gets into an awful stew— 
'Cause Uncle Sam demands 

And takes from out a British crew 
Two rebel contrabands. 

He swears he will get up a fight- 
Forgets the oath he made— 

And vows he'll try, with all his miglit 
To break up our blockade. 

He*d better not— for well he knowf 

That France is in his rear — 
And if with us he comes to blowSi 

We'll free Ould Ireland, dear. 
So, wide awake, my Yankee boys — 

Your country still defend; 
And tremble not at England's i 

Ould Ireland is your friend. 



Words by H. Marklnfldd Addey— Maslo by J. B. ThomMi 

Bun/Q hy Ihe composer^ nciih 4mmmt4 9uees9$, 

(By permiation of Fibth, Pond A Co., 64T Broadway, New York.) 

Seel the standard of freedom floats proudly on high; 

'Tis the bright waving banner of light — 
Fair symbol of liberty, bom of the sky — 

l^e emblem of union and might I 
When our forefathers first, 'mid the clangor of ttriffl^ 

The star-spangled banner unfurled, 
^was baptized wiSi their blood, as sprang forth into life 

A new nation, the hope of the world 1 
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See I the standard of freedom floats proudly on big^ 
'Tis the bright waving banner of light — 

Pwr symbol of liberty, bom of the slqr — 
True emblem of union and might I 

When the patriot views that bright banner, eadi 8ta» 

In his bosom such ardor inspires, 
That he fears not the foe, nor the terrors of war, 

As he treads in tiie steps of his sires. 
Ay I the freedom they won, ever dear to his hearty 

He will swear to protect with his arm ; 
And from pen, loom, or plough, like a hero, depart^ 

When the trumpet shall sound an alann. 
Seel the standard of freedom floats, fta 

Tet, may peace and its blessings with liber^ blend, 

And be alway the lot of our land: 
And may plenty forever on labor attend — 

Precious gift of a Bountiful Handl 
Let l^e star of our empire be ever a guide 

To the pilgrim from over the sea; 
And the flag of our fathers the glory and pride 

Of a nation united and free! 
Seel the standard of freedom floats, fta 



Trip thx-ong^H Siroa.d^v'rt y 

Ai tang by Tony Pastor. 
Am— John Brown^t Song. 

I started ^tother morning, the day being fair, 

I To walk from the Battery as far as Union Squai ; 
I'll tell you of the sights that I saw there— 
As I went walking on. 
First I came to Bowling Green, sir, 
Where a hero's house is seen, sir — 
The quarters of our Washington I mean, sir-' 
Whose fame is rolling on. 



D git zed by Google 



KBW UKIOK SONG BOOK. 45 

"When up as far as Trinity I started on my trip, 
There I saw a monument — a Lush fell on my Up— 
The tomb of noble Lawrence, who said, "Don't give up th« 
ship," 

But, my brave lads, fight on. 
rt was built in commemoration 
Of those who, for our salvation, 
Died in a lowly station — 

Martyrs to liberty. 

Right opposite was Wall street, where busy bulls and bears 
Running up and down with "mortgages and shares," 
And the shoddy contractor for a soldier never cares — 

But thinks of number one. 
The policeman then a tossmg, 
Yells out, "Driver, hold your boss in' — 
Jerks a lady o'er the crossmg, 

And sends her laughing on. 

Then I got to Bamum's Museum — ^youVe all seen him before^ 
With the whale and hippopotamus asleep upon the floor— 
The ladies they were passing out — ^I stood by the door, 

Among a motley throng — 
There stood a youth with bla<^ curly hair, 
Looking at the ladies, with an impudent stare— 
I made up my mind he was a gamble-lier, 

With a pocket full of " queer." 

I moved toward the Park — ^the Barracks next appears — 
There I saw a regiment of New York Volunteers; 
The women cried "God bless them" — the men gave hearty 
dieers, 

As they went marching on. 
Now the Union ranks are swelling. 
And McClellan's foes are yelling — 
Blasted are the lies they're telling 

About our gallant chieC 

When I got to Union Square, the first thing met my ej9 
Was the statue of a general whose name will never die— 
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In our oountrj's darkest hour he did our enemies defj- 

The immortal Washington. 
For coward slaves he couldn^t see men — 
Siiiys he,. "Our liberty well gain, men" — 
His moniiment is in the hearts of freemen — 

His fame is marching on. 



rriie Fis]i-l>a,ll musketeer. 

As fang hy Tony PMtor. 

▲»— The Goik Leg; 

A musketeer went up and down, 
To seek a dinner through the town ; 
He*d nothing touched for one long day — 
No one to treat on all Broadway — 
A fish-ball musketeer. 

He opes his pur^ to count his pence, 
, And finds he has but just three cents — 
This wont do much, but still 111 try 
To see what my three cents will buy- 
Says my fish-ball musketeer. 

At last he finds a right good place, 
And enters it with modest grace— 
The waiter stared as he came in, 
And thought he looked quite short of tin— 
This fish-ball musketeer. 



/ 



The bill of fare he glances through, 
To see what his three cents would do— 
The cheapest viands of them all 
Was just six cents for two fish-balls— 
'Mj fish-ball buccaneer. 

Six cents — Tyq not but only three; 
And for two balls I can^t agree- 
So the waiter to him he .did call, 
And gently whispered, one fish-ball. 
This oyster pie Zouave. 
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The waiter brought him his fish-ball — 
\lj Zouave whispered that's not all — 
A piece of bread, sir, if you please, 
WUl appetite and conscience ease^ 

Says my Uttle plum-brotJi ensigZL 

l^e guests all stared at our poor friend — 
The waiter looked from end to end, 
And then he roared it through the hall — 
We don't give bread with one fish-ball — 
My coffee and cake ^det. 

MORAL, 

Which I hope the Captain 0/ <^ "Frkb Lukch Cadets" 
will communicate to his cowipany. 

If your cash is down to just three cents, 
O'Neil has left but one request — 
Take my advice now, one and all — 
Don't aak for bread with one fish-ball — 

Like my fish-ball musketeer. * 



Oii^warOl M[ai*o1i to Victory . 

Vords by H. Marklnfleld Addey— Moslc by J. B. ThumM. 
(By permission of Firth, Pond & Co^ 547 Broadway, New Tork.1 

Fling to the breeze the patriot flag; 

Its starry folds unfurl ; 
Though rebels fiaunt their recreant rag. 

And fierce defiance hurl ; ^ 

Columbia's sons, the brave, the free, 
Will onward march to victory I 

If brother must Against brother fight, ^ 

And brothers' blood must flow, 
Gtod, as of yore, will guard the right* 

And lay the traitor low ! 
Columbia's sons, &o. 
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The fl ig *neath which our fathers fell — 
'Nenth which our braves have bled— 

SbalL hallowed in our memory dwell, 
Wave ever o'er our head ; 
Columbia's sons, &c 

As God has set His stars in heaven . 

Firm on their azure plain, 
So shall the stars, by freedom given, 

Upon that flag remain I 
Columbia's sons, Ac. 

Fling out the patriot flag on high — 

In glory it shall wave — 
Better a hero's death to die. 

Than Hve a traitor-knave ; 
Columbia's sons, Ac 



Jl \V ttrmeir. 

Aibp— Abraham^B Danghter. 

A year ago, I 'spose you know, 

The folks 'way down in Charleston 
Bombarded Sumter with their shot, 

Against the good old flag, oh — 
They shot it down, secesh to cro\sTi — 

But since they've had a warmer, oh, oh, oh 
At Hatteras we cooked their sass; 

'Twas just a little warmer — 
For Uncle Sam sent his " Butler" 

To catch secesh, and String-ham. 

And again our brave Sherman did go 

With Bupont to Port Royal; 
And Roanoke it was no joke 

To citizens disloyal — 
Tlieir General flies — they called Wm Wise-^ 

Correct they are, just slightly, oh, oU oh- 
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Por hard they tried to whale our side, 

And make our boys skedaddle; 
But KimbaU rushed — ^the rebels pushed 

Beyond their works with slaughter. 

At Somerset the armies met — 

Oh, how secesh skedaddled 
At Fort Henry and Donelson; 

At Pea Ridge they were saddled; 
Success was nice, and damn the Price 

It cost to give them a warmer, oh, oh, oh. 
Brave Siegel then he took a share, 

And Curtis is a brick, sir — 
He gave them rats, with his wild cats, 

And made secesh quite sick, sir. 



At Drainsville, too, secesh fell through, 

At Newbem, and Winchester 
At Pulaski they could not see 

How our Parrotts pecked their ramparts ; 
And to Shiloh our lads did go. 

And whaled Beauregard so finely, oh, oh, oh. 
»V) secesh must be, as you can see, 

Extinguished, sure as lightning — 
I 'or Yankee boys nothing enjoys 

So much as bully fighting. 

And little Mack went into a whack. 

And drove them out of Yorktown ; 
At Williamsburg, too, he put them through 

To running or a knock down ; 
And at West Point he broke a joint 

Of the rebellion, so finely, oh, oh, oh. 
Secesh is played — Against it arrayed 

Are all good men, so handy; 
And in Charleston well have the fun 

To sing Yankee Doodle Dandy. 
6 
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GTlie Irteli Volunteer. 

Writteo and BQ&f by Tonj Pastor. 

fD sing of a soldier, both gallant and brave, 
Wlio foaght like a hero the Union to save ; 

If you list to my ditty, you'll know who I mean. 
When Jeffi Davis first sounded disunion's alarms, 
And the sons of Columbia rushed boldly to arms. 
Our noble militia to Washington sped, 
Ajad the brave Colonel Corcoran marched at the head 

Of the bould Sixty-mnth, from the Island of green. 

Vou know how he fought on that terrible day, 
When the rebel masked batteries opened the fray — 

In the midst of the battle was Corcoran seen. 
When Johns^.n's fresh troops found our men tired out, 
And London Times Russell he led on the rout — 
Reinforcem«-ats from Patterson failing to meet, 
Though th.e lay went against us, he scorned to retreat, 

But r-oh '/ he stood by his banner of green. 

He sho^ jd, when at Richmond, his heart it was sound, 
For he shared all he had with the prisoners around — 

There the soul of a hero was easily seen. 
When asked by the rebels to take his parole, 
Says he, " I* wont do it — oh, no, by me soul — 
To go homo like a coward I the scoflf of the brave, 
Ton me conscience ! I'd die first, and dig my own grave* 

For though I'm from Ireland, I'm not very green " 

In exchange for a pirate, condemned for to die, 
Then in a close prison they sent him to lie, 

Wliich, of course, you must own was decidedly meai% 
But says he, " I've one thought my dark prison to cheer, 
My life is my coimtry's — I'll die without fear ; 
But you'll find if I'm hanged, to the sound of the drum, 
A million of men to avenge me will come — 

With the Stars and the Stripes and the Uomcr of green.** 
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But DOW a bright sunshine has followed the rain, 
And back iu New York we'll soon have him again — 

At the head of his regiment then he'll be seen. 
And as such a valor and worth he displayed, 
A brigadier-genoral he's sure to be made — 
?rhen the insults he met from the vile rebel crew— 
He'll pay thom ad back ; aye, and interest too — 

Or he'll die for the stars and the banner of green. 



Union. JSpeecli, No. f^. 

Arranged for, and delivered by Tony Pastor. 

They say danger threatens us. True, but have we not 
been in a worse position? It only wants a combination of 
stout hearts to defeat it. Brave volunteers who have gone 
forth to do the battles of your country, think of '76— of 
the glorious deeds done by your graudsires in the cause of 
freedom. Glorious old '761 that startling period when 
Washington hved and Lafayette stniggled for fame- 
when Putnam discharged the thunders of warfare upon 
the invading foe. And again in 1812, when the powerful 
war-legions of Great Britain fled panic-stricken from the 
field, before the resistless attack of a few undisciplined 
American freemen. And who, among this audience, from 
the schoolboy to the aged veteran, that has not heard of 
General Scott and Mexico? It is an oft-told tale, aa 
familiar to our sense as household words. Have we not 
brave men among us? Oh, yes — the startling events of 
the past few weeks prove that the volunteers of the North 
, have not degenerated. Who could not be eloquent with 
such a theme ? 

Sweet Columbia I I love thee, dear home of my childhood; 
The birthplace of Putnam, of Warren and Stark; 
.ove thy sweet prairies, thy forests, and wildwood, 
Though the clouds which loom o'er thee are gloomy and 
dark. 
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If the South has seceded, and danger now thrcatem 
The happiest land on the face of the earth, 

Tlie brave volunteers, who have gone forth to battle^ 
Will cliange the sad notes into music and mirth. 

In the walls of Fort Sumter a noble band stood, 
In defence of our freedom to jdeld their best blood; 

That band of brave soldiers were commanded by one 
Who had sworn not to yield — *twas the brave Anderson. 

Though vainly he struggled 'gainst thousands to fight — 
He will soon be avenged — ^for the North in her might 

Has marched, like the patriots of old, to the wars, 
To die in defence of the stripes and the stars. 



Wo ai*o marcliiiig^ to tlio War. 

Ab Bang by Tony Pastor. 
AiBr-Independence Day. 

We are marching to the war 

For the Union — for the Union — 
Leaving hearts and homes afar, 

For the Union — for the Union ; 
And we will never turn about — 

By our Union — ^by our Union — 
Till war and treason we wipe out — 

For the Union — ^for the Union. 

The true hearts of the West and North, 

For the Union — for the Union — 
Are to the rescue rushing forth. 

For the Union — for the Union — 
They've brought old Maryland's ship to trampS) 

For the Union — for the Union — 
Set traitors working at the pumps, 

For the Union — for the Union. 

We caught her steam-gim on the track, 
For the Union — for the Union — 
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Ind we're. bound to shoot it back, 

For the Union — for the Union — 
We'll make their foul bridge-burners shiver, 

For the Union — for the Union — 
When we duck them m Gunpawd&r rivcr^ 

For the Union — for the Union. 

Brave Wool is. giving them hot gruel, 

For the Union — for the Union — 
At Fort Monroe and old Point Sewell, 

For the Union — for the Union — 
Brownell made EUswortli's murderer stand, 

For the Union — for the Union — 
And sent him home to Dixie's land, 

For tlie Union — for the Union. 

Brave McClellan's old eagle spreads his wings,. 

For the Union — for the Union — 
O'er the domain of Cotton's King, 

For the Union— for the Union— 
He'll hang up— wipe out 0. S. A., 

For &e Union — for tlie Union — 
And bring back Independence Day, 

For the Union — for the Union. 



^liing^st I do lilco to See. 

As Bung by Tony Pastor. 



Tou've heard of the things that I dmCi like to i 
What 1 do hke you'll hear if you listen to me. 
Of the tilings that I like I will sing you in style — 
And that you too will like them, you may bet yui.'r \\\\^* 
That you may bet on — 
That you may bet on — 
Tliese are tlie things that I like for to see. 

I like to see young women dress rather neat» 
And not spread their hoops out at least twenty i<^v 
6* 
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I like to see young men who go out at nipht, 
Come home in good order — ^not decidedly tight. 

I like to see turkey at tahle for dinner — 
Like a preacher who cuts alike rich and poor sinner; 
I like to see foes growing kind and forgiving, 
And I like to see young fellows work for a living. 

I like to see married folks living in peace— 
I like to see proof in a family increase — 
I like a segar and a good glass of wine- 
Like the ^Is to wink at me, for that's a good sign. 

I like to see men with more money than wit. 
When they play in the policy, make a big hit — 
I like to see an alderman, that isn't a dunce, 
.Like to see a contractor that's honest for once. 

I like to see horse races carried on fair, 

And money that's borrowed paid back on the square- 

I like to see fun through the city abound, 

And I like to see your pleasant faces around. 

I like to see soldiers march off to the fray — 
Like to see our brave volimteers gaining the day — 
With the flag of our Union the foremost and first, 
And the rag of Secession trailed low in the dust 



^iimtei*9 tlio SShrine of tbo 
IVation. 

An— The Bed, White and Blue. 

« When Sumter, the shrine of the nation, 
Was struck by black Treason's command, 

' And our flag, from its world-renowned station, 
Was dragged and defiled in the sand 
A shout that presaged desolation 
To the homes of the traitorous crew 
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Shook \'ie earth to its firmest foumlation — 
The shout for the "red, white and Wue." 
Chorus. — The shout for the " red, white and blue," 
Tlie shout for the " red, white and blue,*' 
Shook the earth to its firmest fouiK^tiou — 
The shout for the " red, white and blue.** 

And when our strong temple was burned 

And battered by treason's red hand. 
Its flames to fierce lightnings were turned; 

Its smoke, to black clouds o'er the land ; 
The storm iron hail-stones was spouting, 

As south on the north wind it flew ; 
And iron-mouthed thunders were shouting, 

" All hail to the * red, white and blue.' " 
CJuyttts. — ^AU haH &c. 

And Freedom, aroused from her slumber, 

Moved on in the van of the storm, 
Called her sons — ^like the stars without number — 

To follow her hght-giving form. 
They strike for home, country, and glory — 

For loved ones, we always strike true— 
His name lives forever in story. 

Who falls 'neath the " red, wlute and blue." 
CAortw.— Who falls, &a 



Old Jalkikiiy Bull lia,H i*oitK4Ml 
Ills Ii*e* 

Written by H. A. Bbodea, and sting by Tony Pastor 

AiB — Yankee DooiUe. 

Old Johnny Bull has roused his ire. 

He thinks he caught a " Tartar;^ 

Bombast and gas, it must gfive vent, 

And Wilkes must be the martyr. 

Yankee Doodle keep it up— 

Who cares for all their bluster? 
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We*i whip the traitors in the South, 
Tken aUfor England muster. 

In 1812 we blinked one eye, 
• And could have shut the other; 
We'll take the Lion by the head, « 
And then he'll holler "murtherl" 
Yankee Doodle, &a 

This Doctor Bull for maoy years 

Prescribed for all creation ; 
But now he takes an English pill 

From tamal Yankee nation. 
Yankee Doodle, &c. 

The pill doth work, it starts the bile, 
And sets John Bull a foaming; 

Straightway a Seymour packs his trunk, 
And o'er this land is roaming. 
Yankee Doodle, &c 

Our BiUy Seward is the man. 
Endowed with Nature's cunning; 

He'll pick this bone of 411 the m^at, 
Ajid leave John Buh the scuutoiing 
Yankee Doodle, Axx 

licClellan has an army grand, 
Down on the Potomac river ; 

When he gets thro* with naughty South, 
He'll make Old England quiver. 
Yankee Doodle, &c. 

We've Always done things on the squara, 
With merchant, Princt and trader; 

But now there's trouble in the land, 
She meanly turns invader 
Yankee Doodle, Ac 

liOt Britain dare to stop our plan. 
In putting down robeUion ; 
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Each patriot true will rise at once— 
A host of iwemy million. 
Yankee Doodle, &c. 

John BulV is some on beef and ale — 

Can eat a rousing dinner; 
But we can fight on pumpkin pie, 

And always be the winner. 
Yankee Doodle, Ac. 

We have some honor left, I ween, 

Proud of our nation's. glory; 
A quiet peace we conquered once — 

'Tis no fictitious story. 
Yankee Doodle, &c. 

The pirate Xashville flaunts her flag 

In British ports at leisure ; 
The Stars and Stripes insulted thus, 

Offsets the Yankee seizure. 
Yankee Doodle, kc 

Let peace however be the theme 

Of two such mighty nations; 
F<\T peace we'll shout throughout each lani, 

And join in glad ovations. 
Yankee Doodle, Ac. 



" Fi-eemoii, Xfto-lly !*' 

WritUB b> Krtuie Kam«»«i, anU sunsr by Tony Vwua 
iUB— Uoslu tbe Buw. 

Our Fatliers did leave us this Nation. 

One "Government" over il all; 
** United we stand" — we must conquer 

Divided we must surely fall. 



D git zed by Google 



M TON! PASTOB'S 

Chorus. — ^For we'll be united forever, 

Come join in the chorus si tme ; 
Our thirty-four " Star Spangled Banner"- 
Our glorious "red, white and blue." 

Awake fipom your slumbers, brave heroes 
And hark to the bugle's deep tones, 

That call you to fight for your country, 
Swear vengeance on patriot's sons. 
For well be united, Aa 

Come, freemen, around our flag rally, 
And swear that we'U all be as one; 

Our Union shall ne'er be divided — 
We'U unite it as did Washington. 
For we'll be united, Ac. 

Jeff. Davis well serve as was Arnold — 
He'll meet with a traitor's vile doom; 

The Union men never will let him 
Sweep clean with his secession broom. 
For ^e'll be united, Ac 

To others we will pay attention, 

And look to their welfare and rocks ; . 

Buy a rope for Secesber Vice Stephens, 
And pay in Confederate stocks. 
For we'll be united, Aa 

General Johnson we know is a traitor — 
• To call him so seems very hard ; 
We'll stigmatize him with the honor — 
Hang him next to his friend Beaureg.irl 
For we'U be united, Ac. 

We'll soon hear of a dissolution 
Of the firm of Jeff. Davis A Co. ; 

Their Confederate bonds they wiU pack up 
And up the Salt River they'U go. 
For we'U be united, Ac. 
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The "North, it will never apknowledge 

The firm started by J. C. Calhoun;" 
Theyll find out our good Union powder 

Will blow them up in a balloon. 
For we'll be imited, Ac. 

They say they have plenty of cotton — 

Their markets are all nearly filled; 
They'll soon think it is no importance, 

As our Yankees are pretty will drilled 
For we'll be united, ic 

If we march down we will take it — 
And don't even care for John Bull — 

For he knows that this is " brave Scott-land"— 
The South knows that we have some Wool 
For we'll be united, Ac. 

Then let us hurrah for the Union, 

Determined we never will swerve; 
For, "by the Eternal" our Union 

" It must, and it shall be preserved." 
For we'll be united, Ac . 



Vn 3Wk this Oia XIat -wsts Nevr 

A new yenion, as Bung by Tony Putor. 

How well I recollect the time 
When this old hat was new; 

Then people didn't dress so fine 

As now-a-days they do. , 

The very walls were pure snow-white- 
Floors as if newly laid; 

The sun appeared to shine more bright — 
And flowers didn't fade I 

I know when this old hat was new 

The prls had rosy cheeks — 
They «J1 could wasli, milk, cook, niui iewi 

And ornament cambrics. 
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With homespun gowns and calicoes 
They seemed to look mucli better 

Than those with costly fabricos, 
And every kind of fetter. 

The head was th' natural place for biaui% 

When this old hat was new — 
And chapter two of good St James 

Was more observed than now^ 
Between the parlor and the kitchen 

There was no awful gulf- 
True ladies then would be pitching 

In what's now done by ** serfl" 

Oh dear, I sigh for the good old times 

Wlien this old hat was new; 
The North and ^uth had drawn no lines, 

And " long heels" were but few. 
Then vile Secession was unborn — 

That wicked child of sin — 
But now the Constitution's torn ; 

By some not worth a pin. 

My prayer is for the happy days, 

As when this hat was new ; 
Then heaven's warm and br^htest rays 

Poured on us as the dew. 
The North and South ui brotherhood 

Grasped each one by the hand — 
Then each the other understood — 

This was a happy land 1 



Xlie Ooiifb<lei*ate Oafiiiva.' 

RICHMOND, FEB. 22, 18<tt. 
As Bung by Tony Pastor. 
Aim—BorisI of Sir John M oors^ 
Not a shout was heard, not a joyous laugh. 
As poor Jeff, to the platform they h-.irried. 
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For the chivalry knew by the telegraph 
What in Tennessee had occur-r^ 

They swore him in, while he inly swore — 
The foam from his lank jaws churning^ 

And a noose seemed dangling his eyes before, 
With his effigy 'neath it turning. 

He thought how the foe in the far Southwest 

Had haunted his sleepless Pillow, 
And how Floyd, of the white-goose-feather crest, 

Had been Footed o'er dale and hill, oh I 

The inaugural job was scarce half way done 
When the concourse with dread was shaken : 

For a message was brought by some son of a gun, 
That Nashville, alas I was taken. 

Loudly Jeff, groaned o'er the city gone. 
And the people with questions bored him, 

Till they saw by the way he maundered on. 
That the terrible news had floored him. 

Only the man of the Richmond Whig 

Was cruel enough to upbraid him, 
But he said right out, the ungenerous pigt 

*' Jeff, had ruined the people who made him t" 

Sadly the mournful mummery passed, 

Amid pitiful lamentations, 
And no gleam of hope cheered the first and last 

Of Secession inaugurations. 

Soon, thank Gk>d I we shall see the end 

Of Rebellion's demon story. 
And the Union Stars, as first they roM^ 

Shall shine alone in their glory I 
c 
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Ve H01119 of* Ooliiiii1>iu. 

Wrictea and soogbj Tonj Pastor, the Prince of Ckunic Singan 

Prep4«re now, ye sods of Columbia — 

Prepare now, the struggle is nigh 
Qrasp the sword of your fathers more firmly. 

In defence of your country to die. 
The foes to our freedom are marching 

Their hands in our blood to imbrue ; 
So be ready in battle to meet them — 

Stand fiim to the red, white and blue. 

Ohorvs. 

From the South comes the cry of rebellion: 

Prom Sumter the war-cry went forth; 
But they die like the leaves in the winter. 

When they meet the brave sons of the Xorth 
As their fathers did battle at Concord, 

So will they to their banners prove true. 
And they'll (He in defence of the flag-stafi* 

Which carries the red, white and blue. 

When the battle so fiercely is raging, 

Let the eagle aloft proudly soar; 
Let it urge on the nation to exertion — 

Let their cry be: Avenge Baltimore! 
Where the sons of the Bay State were stricken 

As they onward their course did pursue 
To defend the d6ar flag of our fathers — 

Or die by the red, white and blue. 

Then hurra];^ for the old son of freedom, 

Who so nobly to battle has gone ; 
Three cheers for McClellan and his legion — 

Three cheers for the brave Anderson. 
They have gone forth to fight for our homes, 

As sons of Columbia so true; 
Bo hurrah for the flag of our fathers I 

Three cheers for the red, white and blu# 
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Our Four and Thirty ft^tareu 

Ai sung by Tony Paator. 

AiB— Bold Soldier Boy. 

Ob, there's not a flag.that's flying, 
So glorious to be eyeing, 
To be living for, or dying, 
Like the four and thirty stars. 

It was wove in seventy-six, 
When freemen were true "bricks," 
And their hearts' bipod mixed the colors 

For th« old thirteen stars — 
When heaven's lights one morning, 
Wljen Liberty was horning, 
Set on her night-cap, scorning 

A tyrant's threats and jeers; 
And day by day, 
'Neath freedom's sway, 
A new star gay 
Sent forth its ray 
Till freedom's milky way 
Was the four and thirty stars. 

Then the four and thirty states 
Just like happy wives and mates; 
To the world oped freedom's gates, 

'Neath these four and thirty stars 
And as happy as a flea 
They stretched out from sea to sea. 
Growing gold and pratees free 

'Neath the four and tliirty stars, 
Till the South boys, in a passion, 
Kicked up a ^^peaceful aecessum^^^ 
4nd under peace profession, 

Stir up uncivil wars. 
They seize our forts. 
They stop our courts; 
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They nvUify the Fourth of July, 
For which well live and die 
By the four and thirty stars. * 

Freedom's flag they would divide, 

In its glory and its pride ; 

But our rights and never a light shall slidt 

From our four and thi'rty stars. 
If they shoot another gun, 
Then down goes. each mother^s son 
By brave Major Anderson 

And the four and thirty stars ; 
For demagogues and noodles 
Who'd crow o'er Yankee Doodles, 
Will find themselves like poodl^ 

Before the sons of Mars ; 
For West and North 
Will muster forth 
And save the worth 
Of Union, South and North, 

And the four and thirty stars 
Of our Union forever — 

Our four and thirty stars. 



The XJnion "Oriilg^o. 

As Bong by Tony Pastor. 
AxB— Whack Row de Dow. 

Our fati^rs built a Union bridge that reached from sea to Bea, 
The world's highway, a paradise, wher^ all crossed bold 
and free, 

Till Southern knaves, 

To make us slaves, 
Biezed on its piers and tried to rend it; 
And the Massachusetts boys 
W ure tin first to defend it 
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ttiiiging, stand by the bridge, 

Guard each arch and pier foroTer ; 

, Stand by our bridge, 
The glory of the worid. 

Behind the trees of dark Bull Bun 

They poured their iron rain, 
And found that tliose who dodged their shellt 
Only cut to come again. 
Our noble fleet 
Gave them a treat, 
When brave Dupont, with tars so loyal, 

Paid the traitors shot for shot, 
By shelling them from old Port RoyaL 
Singing, stand by the bridge, Ice. 

The rooster of the 0. S. A. 

Cried out, '*Our goose hangs low," 

When g&Jlant chief Ben Butler 

Cooped them up at Fort Monroe; 

And at Pomt of Rocks 

We gave them knocks ; 

They found a Christmas box imlucky, 

Ajid our troopa tipt them a mess 
Of leaden beans in old Elentucky. 

Singing, stand by the bridge, kc 

To knock its noble piers away • 

They found too hard a pull. 
And they sent two traitor mmisters 
To call in Johnny BulL 

But Commodore Wilkes 
Spied out the ilks, 
And gave the Trent a noble chasmg-^ 

So Slidell couldn't slide. 
And Mason couldn't play Free ] 
Stand by the bridge, ko. 

But Johnny Bull may bellow, 

And quite ferocious looK, 
6* 
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But if he dares poke in his borQ, 
Hell do it with a hook; 
For traitor knaves 
Who'd make .us slaves, 
And sell their country, rent and riTe&— 

We'll never, never jrield 
To anj traitor under heaven — 
But stand bj the flag, fta 



XHe Ne^r Ballad oi*]L«ox-cl ILiovell. 

As rang bj Tony Fattor. 

Lord LoveU, he sat in St. Charles's hotel, 

In St Oharles*s hotel sat he. 
As fine a case of a Southern swell 

As ever you'd wish to see — s ee s oe. 

As ever you'd wish to see. 

Lord Lovell the town he vowed to defend, 

A-waving his sword on high, 
He swore that his last ounce of powder he'd spend, 

And in the last ditch he*d die. 

He swore by black, and he swore by blue, 

He swore by tlie stars and bars. 
That never he'd fly from a Yankee crew 

While he was a son of Mars. 

He had flfty thousand gallant men, 

Fifty thousand men had he. 
Who had all sworn with him that they'd never sumn- 

Der to any tarnation Yankee. 

He had forts that no Yankee alive could take 

He had iron-dad boats a score, 
And batteries all around the Lake 

And along the river shore. 

Sir Farragut came with a mighty fle0^ 
With a mighty fleet came he, 
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And Lord Lovoll instanter began to retreat 
Before the first boat he coiUd see. 

His fifty thousand gallant men 

Ban down to thousands six ; 
They beard a distant cannon, and then 

Commenced to cut their sticks I 

" Oh tarry, Lord Lovell I" Sir Parragut cried, 

" Oh tarry, Lord Lovell 1" s^-id he; 
" I rather think not," Lord Lovell replied, 

" For I'm in a great hurry." 

" I like the drinks at St. Charles's hotel, 
But I never could bear strong Porter, 

Especially when it's served in a shell, 
Or mixed in an iron mortar. 

" I reckon you're right," Sir Farragut said, 
*'I reckon you're right," said he, 
For if my Porter should fly to your head, 
A terrible smash there'd be." 

Oh I a wonder it was to see them run, 

A wonderful thing to see. 
And the Yankees sailed up without shooting a gua, 

And captured their great citie. 

Lord Lovell kept running all day and night. 

Lord Lovell a-running kept he. 
For he swore he couldn't abide the sight 

Of the gun of a Uvo Yankee. 

When Lord Lovell's life was brought to a doeey 
By a sliarp-shooting Yankee gunner, 

From his head there sprouted a red red noM, 
From hi^ *eet — a Scarlet Runner. 
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Xlie Ne^w £:ii|grlaiicl IBaym. 

As sung by Tonj I^istor. 

Oil, bold and free, o'er the bounding BOtk, 
» Take we our i^ladsome way. 

To where our Kagle spreads afar 

His pinions o'er the fray. 
At beat of drum, we come, we come — 

Armed men and prancing steed. 
To bear the glorious Stripes and Start 
Where'er our chief may load. 
GnoRUS — ^To bear, Ac 

A chosen band, from the Pilgrim's land, 

Is eager for the strife— 
Their fathers heard at liexing^n 

The stirring driun and fife. 
Wliere Boston rears her golden spires, 

And Bunker Hill its crest, 
"We heard the call, and swore to do 

Our country's high behest 
Chorus. — Where brave McClellan leads, my boys, 
To do her high behest. 

New Hampshire, from her granite hills, 
^ Sends forth her rifles tnie — 
And with them the Green Mountain boya, 

Such as old Ethan knew. 
And Maine comes with her j^enad'ers, 

Stout as her green- wreathed pines, 
Ajid all, where'er our Chief shall lead, 

Will fall into the Unes. 
Ohoros. — Where'er the b^ve McClellan leada, 
Shall fall, Ac. 

And in the van the stalwart men 

From Rhody's sea-beat side, 
From where our loved Connectiout 

Rolls down its silver tide, 
We come, we come, with beating dninii 

And to the battle speed, 
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On then well bear the Stripes and Stars 
Where'er our chief shall lead. 
Cbobus. — On then, &a 

We leave our homes, where beauty bloom% 

New England's hills and streams — 
Our loved ones all are gathered there — 

They visit us in dreams. 
tSKt ouward, onward still we bear 

Beyond the ocean's foam, 
knd wnen, with brave McOlellan, bojt, 

We'll think of those at home. 
CaoRas. — And when, kc, 

Awayl away] o'ei ocean's spray— 

Our country on us i^alls I 
To where on flowers all beautlM 

The genial s<inshine falls. 
True brothers aJ, we head the call, 

To mingle in the fray, 
And when the brave McClellan leadii 

Oh, who would stey away ? 
t)BOBU& — And when, kc 

Then spread the glorious ensign o«i 

To sunshine and the blast — 
Till victory sounds her bug ? note. 

The din of battle past. 
Our country calls — no patriot true 

Will falter m her need, 
And bravely we will bear the Stars 

Where'er our Chief shall lead. 
dHORua — Where'er McClellan leads, my boyi^ 
In this your country's need. 



Tlie Fall of X^ander* 

Ai»-**6oiM of those Nobto BirmT 

He sleeps I brave Lander sleeps I 
O'er him N 3w Kd gland weeps I 
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Beloved hy all : 
Amidst the battle's roar, 
He'll lead her troops no more, • 
The "Stars" are waving o'er 

Where he did fall 

When Treason's night grew dark. 
To save fau: Freedom's ark, 

He left her dime : 
How many thousands moura 
That he from earth was torn, 
And to his grave was borne 

In life's young prime. 

Let loved ones dry their tears, — 
His name in coming years 
Shall cherished be 
' Among most honored things. 
Where Freedom's clariom rings,— 
His way our Eagle wings 
O'er land and sea. 



TTlio XJnlon Train, 

As Bun^ by Tony Pastor. 
Aa.— "Old Dan Tucker." 

The Union Train at last is here, — 
Now jump aboard, brave Volunteer I 
We're going South as fast as we can — 
Gome on, and prove that you're a man I 
Clear the track, rebel legion ! 
Clear the track 1 for to your region. 
The Union Train a host is brinjring. 
Don't you hear the bell a-ringing ? 

<» Way down in Tennessee they say, 
The rebel ruflBans have their way; 
But soon their savage work we'll stop: 
We'll make their heads swim like a top 
Clear the track, &.c 
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WeVe got ^ double track all laid ; 
McOlel^ planned the route and grade ; 
The rebels now confess their fears — 
They thought we'd got no engineers t 
Clear the track, &a 

They've put torpedoes on the track, 

Of other plans thej have no lack ; 

But, though they make some heroes falL 

We'll save the Union, spite of all 1 
Clear the track, rebel legion I 
Clear the track I for to your region. 
The tJnion Train a host is bringiIik^ 
Don't you hear the bell a-ringing ? 



TLo tlio Girl I lL.eft Beliincl. 

As Bxmg br Tony Pastor. 
Am— ** Bonny lyoon.** 

Dear friend, I sit me down to write 

The thoughts, the feelings of my heart. 
Affection^s fires are burning bright. 

Affection's tear perch^ce may start, 
For miles of distance now divide 

The soldier from his friends at home ; 
But in thy heart I can confide 

Where'er on earth my footsteps roam. 

Fond memory ^ceeps her treasure well — 

Thy sa«red image still is there- 
It' cheers me like a magic spell, 

And lightens many a weight of care, 
That "parting scene" I'll ne'er forget — 

The vows we pledged, the tears we shed^ 
Trust me they're all remembered yet, 

Though many weary months have fled. 

Though distant far from frietida and home^ 
Surrounded by the din oi v\ar, 
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The memories bright of friends behind 
Are still the soldier's gliding star; 

But should remembrance fail to trace 
The outUnes of each cherished form, 

The artist, with a nutgic grace, 
Portrays each feature "fresh and warm.** 

Dear friend, I thank you from my heart 

For that impression of your face, 
*Twill cheer me in some lonely hour, 

Each well-remembered mark to trace. 
IVe placed it with my friends so dear, 

And guard them aU with nicest care 
And when o'er theirs I shed a tear, 

Be sure that you'll receive a share. 

Blest be the artist's magic power. 

Thus brightly joining kindred hearts; 
Tis sunshine in the darkest hour, 

And firmer courage it imparts. 
It cheers the soldier's lonely way. 

And brings contentment to his mind. 
It brightens " love's undying ray," 

And makes him to his lot resigned. 

"Farewell, farewell, my far-oflf friend, 

between us broa^-blue rivers flow, 
And forests wave, and plains extend, 

And mountains in the sunlight glow. 
The breesse that blows upon thy brow 

Is not the breeze that blows on mine— 
The moonbeams resting on thee now 

Are not the beams tJ^t on me shine.'* 

And yet I trust we soon will meet, 

When war's dark clouds have passed away . 
How pleasant then 'twill be to greet 

The friends of life's bright morning day ; 
Our vows of love weUl then renew. 

And swift the moments then will flj. 
I will not speak " the cold adieu," 

But now, my friend, "good-bye, good-byA ** 
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Notes accompanying Gifts, Letters of Fayor, of Adyice, and Let- 
ters of Excuse, together with aa appropriate answer to each. The 
whole embracing three hundred Letters and Notes. To which is 
added a comprehensiye Table of Synonyms alone worth double the 
price asked for the book. Bound in boards, price 50ctk 

Spenoer*! Book of Comie Speeches anti HumoroiLs Beeitatioiii. 

A collection of Comic Speeches and Dialogues, Humorous Prose 
and Poetical Becitations, Laughable Dramatic Scenes and Bur- 
lesques, and Eccentric Characteriatio Soliloquies and Stories. 
Suitable for School Exhibitions and Eyeuing Entertainments. 
Edited by Aiakbt J. Spkmckb. This is the best book of Comic 
Becitations that has oyer been published. It is crammed fall of 
Comic Poetry, Laughable Lectures, Irish and Dutch Stories, 
Yankee Yams, Negro Burlesques, Short Dramatic Scenes, Humor- 
ous Dialogues, and all kinds of Fanny Speeches. 

Bound in paper cover, price SO etk 

Bound in boards, cloth back, price 50etl. 

north's Book of Love-Letters. With Directions how to write 
and when to use them.and 120 specimen Letters, suitable for Lovers 
of any age and condition, and under all circumstances. Inter- 
spersed with the author's comments thereon. The whole forming 
a convenient Handbook of valuable information and counsel for 
the use of those who need friendly guidance and adtice in matters 
of Lov^, Courtship and Marriage. By Inooldsbt Nobth. This 
book is confidently recommended to aU who are from any cause 
in doubt as to the manner in which they should wiite or reply 
to letters upon love and courtship. Bound in boards, price, 50etSL 
Bound in doth, price 75 Cts. 

S'rost's Dialogues for Young Folks. A Collection of Original 
Moral and Humorous Dialogues. Adapted to the use of School and 
Church Exhibitions, Family Gatherings and Juvenile Celebrations 
on all occasions. By S. A Fbosi, author of <' The Parlor Stage,*' 
Frost's Original Letter-Writer," etc. 

This collection of Dialogues is Just what has long been wanted — 
it contains a variety that will suit every taste ; some of the subjects 
are humorous, some satirical, hitting at the folies of vice and 
fashion, while others are pathetic, and all are entertaining. 

Bound in paper covers, price 80 Ots. 

Boundin boards, cloth back, side in colors, price 50 CtS. 

Barey ft Knowlson's Complete Horse Tamer and Farrier. 

Comprising the whole Theory of Taming or Breaking the Horse, 
by a New and Improved Method, by J. S. Babey. Containing Bules 
for selecting a good Horse, for Feeding Horses, etc Also, Thh 
Complete Fakbikb ; or, Umrte Doctor : a Guide for the.Treatmen* 
of Horses in all Diseases to which that noble animal is liable, bj 
John C. Knowlson. Illustrated with descriptive Engravings. 
Bo\md in boards, with cloth back; price 50etl- 
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Kartine's Hand-Book of Etiqnelle and Onide to True Polite- 
nest. A complete Manual for all those who desire to understand 
good breeding, the customs of good society, and to avoid incorrect 
ftnd vulgar habits. Containing clear and comprehensive directions 
for correct manners, conversation, dress, introductions, rules for 
TOod behavior at Dinner Parties and the Table, together with the 
Btiquette of the Ball and Assembly Boom, Evening Parties, and 
the usages to be observed when visiting or receiving calls : dei)ort- 
ment in the street and when traveling. To whidi is added the 
Btiquette of Co\irtship and Marriage. 
Bound in boards, with cloth back, price 50 cts. 

Blfihardaon*s Konitbr of Free-Masonrv. A Ck)mplete Guide to 
uie various Ceremonies and Boutine m Free-Masons' Lodges, 
Chapters, Encampments, Hierarchies, &o., &c., in ail the Degrees. 
Containing, also, the Signer, Tokens, Grips, Pass-words, Decora- 
tions, Drapery, Dress, Begi^ and Jewels, in each Degree. Pro- 
fbsely illustrated with Explanatory Engravings, by Jabbz Rich- 
ardson, A. M. Bound in paper covers, price 7dct8. 

Bound and gilt, price $125 

Brisbane*! Oolden Beady Beckoner. Calculated in Dollars and 
Cents. Being a useful A!i9sistant to Traders in buying and selling 
Tarious sorts of commodities, either wholesale or retail. To which 
IS added Interest Tables, calculated in dollars and cents, for days 
and for months, at six per cent, and at seven per cent, per annum, 
alternately ; and a great number of other Tables and Bules for 
ejaculation never before in print. Bound in boards, price 85 Ct8. 

Pettingill's Perfect Fortnne'Teller and Dream-Bock; or, Tfu 
Art of Discerning Future Events. This is a most complete For- 
tnne-Teller and Dream-Book, and is one of the best ever printed. 
It is compiled with great care from authentic authonties on 
Astrology, Geomancy, Chiromancy, Necromancy, Spiritual Philos- 
ophy, etc., etc. 
Abookof 141 pages, bound in boards, price, # 85 Ots 

The American Home Cook Book. Cont2(i:iing several hundred 
excellent Recipes. The whole based on raany years' experience 
of an American Housewife. Illustrated with Engravings. All the 
Recipes in this book are written from actual experiments in Cook- 
ing. There are no copyings from theoretical cooking recipes. 

Bound in boards, cloth back, price 50 eti 

Bound in paper cover, price 80 OtB 

The Game of Draughts or Checkers Simplified and Explained. 
With Practical Diagrams and lUustranons, together s with a 
Checker-board, numbered and printed in red. Containing the 
Eighteen Standard Games, with over 200 of the best variations, 
selected from the various authors, together with many original 

r ones never before published. By D. Soatteboood. 

Bound in cloth, with flexible cover, price.... 50 ctS 

How to Win and How to Woo. Containing Rules for the 
Etiquette of Courtship, with directions showing how to win the 
favor of the Ladies, how to begin and end a Courtship, and how 
Love Letters should be written. Price 18 ctS 
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tnak Converid't Compute Banjo Initnictor. wwumt a Matter. 

Containing a choice ocJlection^ Banjo Solos, Hornpipes, Beeli, 
Jigs, Waik-Aronnds, Songs and Banjo Stories, prosressively 
arranged and plainly explained, euabUng the learner to become a 
proflcieutBaz^oist 'Without the aid of a teacher. The necessary 
e^lanations aooompany ear^h tone, and are placed under the notes 
on eaoh page, plainly showing the string required, the finger to bd 
used for stopping it, the manner of striking, and the number of 
times it must be sounded. By this simple method a person may 
master a tune in an hour or so. 
100 pages, bound in boards, cloth back, price 50 ots. 

Hillgrove'sBall Boom Guide, and Complete Dancing llaster. 
Containing a Plain Treatise on Etiquette and Dei>ortment at Balls 
and Parties, with Valuable Hints on Dress and the Toilet ; to 
which is added Easy Directions for calling out the Figures of 
erery Dance, and the amount of Musio required for each. The 
whole illustrated with 176 descriptlye engravings and diagrams. 
By Thomas HnxosovB, Professor of Dancing. 

Bound in doth, with gilt side and back, price $1 00 

Bound in boards, with cloth back, price 7l 

The Finger-Pcit to Public Bnsineis. Containing the mode of 
forming and conducting Societies, Clubs and other Oi^anized As- 
sociations ; full Bules of Order for the Government of their 
Debates and Business ; complete directions how to Compose Bes- 
olutions, Beports and Petitions ; and the manner of managing of 
Convenfions. By an Ex Member of the Philadelphia Bar. 
12mo., doth, price ; tl 50 

How to Kiz Drinks. Containing Bedpes for Mixing American, 
English, French, (German, Italian, Spanish and Bussian, Drinks— 
suon as Juleps, Punches, Cobblers, Slings, Cocktails, &c By 
Jebbt Thomas, late bar-tender at the Metropolitan Hotd, New 
York, and Planters' House, St Louis. Containing oyer 700 Yal- 
uableBedpes. A large book, bound in cloth, $3 50 

The Al-MarKan-Tnr Circle ; or, How to Win a Sweetheart or Lover, 
Gontaimng Facts and New Discoveries, never before ofifered to the 
public, being of the greatest importance to both Married and 
Single Persons of both sexes. Price .' 25 OtS. 

The Poe< 's Companion : A Dictionary of cai AUowdble Rkyme$ in 
the English Language. This is a book to aid aspiring genius in the 
Composition of Ehymes, and in Poetical E£ftisions generally. It 
is invali^ble to any one who desires to court the musetj and is 
used by some of the best writers in the country. Price.. 25 Otl. 

Live and Learn. A Guide for sll who wish to Speak and Write 
correctly. Containing examples of one thousand mistaj^ea of 
daily occurrence, in spesMng, writing and pronunciation. H 

316 pages, doth, &<nall octavo 75 eti. 

The Yonng Beporter ; or. How to WriU Short Hand. By the aid 
of this work, any person of the most ordinary intelligenoe may 
leam to write Short Hand, and report Speeches and Sermons in a 
■hor^ time. Bound in boards, with doth bade, price 60 oil. 
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Le Marcliand*s 'Fortiine-Teller and J>reamer's Dietionaiy. 

Containing a complete Dictionary of Dreams alphabetically ar- 
ranged, with a clear interpretation of each Dream, and the Lucky 
Numbers that belong to them. Also showing how to Make a Lov- 
er or Sweetheart Come to You. To tell whether your Lover or 
Sweetheart Loves you. How to tell any Person's Age. To know 
who your future Husband will be, and how soon you will be Mar- 
ried^ etc. By Madame Lb Mabohand, the celebr atod Parisian For- 
tune Teller. Hiustrated with numerous Wood Engravings. 
144 pages, bound in pasteboard, cloth back, pr^ce 40 CtS 

The Play-Room ; or, In-Door Oames for Doyt and Girls : indnd- 
ing Round Games and Forfeits, Slate and Board Games, ftom the 
simple Game of Tit-Tat-To to the Scientiflc Game of Chess ; also nu- 
merous Table and Toy Games, together with a large collection of 
Evening Amusements, comprehending Comic Diversions, Parlor 
Magic, Tricks with Cards, Scientiflc Recreations and Puzzles. Pro- 
fusely illustrated with 197 flue wood-cuts. 
Bound in boards with cloth back, price 50 cti 

The May Chroond; or, Out-Door Games for Boys. A Book of Healthy 
Recreations for Yomth, containing over one hundred Amusement^ 
including Games of Activity and Speed; Ganies with Toys, Mar- 
bles, Tops, Hoops, Kites, Archery, Balls ; with Cricket, Croquet 
andBase-BalL Splendidly illustrated with 124 line wood-cuts. 
Bound in boards, dlothback, price SOctS 

Uri. Partinffton*! Carpet-Bag of Pun. A CoUection of over one 
thousand of the most ComicaTstories, Amusing Adventures, Side- 
splitting Jokes, Cheek-Extending Poetry, Funny Conundrums, 
#[J££R SAYINGS OF MRS. PARTINGTON, Heart Bending Puns, 
Witty Repartees, etc, etc. The whole illustrated by about 160 
comic wood cuts. 
12mo., 300 pages, omamente^ paper covers, price 75 cts 

The American Card Player. Containing dear and comnrehensive 
directions tor playing the Games of Euchre, Whist, Bezique, All 
Fours, French Fours, Cribbage, Caesino, Straight and Draw Po- 
ker, Whiskey Poker and Commercial Pitch, together with all the 
laws of those games. 
150 pages, bound in boards with doth back, price 50 Cts 

Conrtship Made Eaiy ; or. The Art of Making Love FuUp Ex- 
plained, Containing rail and minute directions for conducting . a 
Courtship with Ladies of every age and position in sode^, and 
valuable mformation for persons who desire to enter the marriage 
state. A Iso, Forms of Love Letters to be used on certain occasions. 
64 pages, price j.. 15 ctf 

The Knaptack Pnll of Pnn ; or. One TTiousand Rations of Laughter, 
Illustrated with over 500 comical Engravings, and containing over 
one thousand Jokes and Fimuy Stories. By Dobsticks and other 
witty writers. Large quarto, price 30 oti 

Bozinff Made Easy; or. The OompleU kanual of Self Defense, 
Clearly Explained and Illustrated in a Series of Easy Lessons, 
with some Important Hints to Wrestlers. Price 15 cts 
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Xadam Le Iformand'i ITiierriog Vortane-Teller. Containing 
the celebrated Oracle of Human DeetiiL/, or Book of Fate. Being 
an accurate Interpreter of the Mystical Signs and Heavenly 
Bodies ; also embracing the French, Italian and EngliBh methods 
of Telling Fortunes witn Cards, and a new and entertaining pro- 
cess of Fortune Telling with dice ; also containing seventy-nine 
good and bad Omens, with their Interpretation, one hundred and 
eighty-seven Weather Omois, and the Signification of aU the 
Male and Female Names in our language. This book contains 
144 pages, and is bound in pasteboard sides, with cloth back. It 
also contains a large Colored Lithographic Engraving of the 
Mystical Table, or Char c . Fate, which folds up. Price . .40 ctl 

De Walden*! Ball-Room Companion ; or. Dancing Made Eagy, 
A Complete Practical Instructor in the art of Dancing, containing 
all the fashionable and approved Dances, directions for oaUing 
the Figures, kc. By Emilx Db Waldem, Teacher of Dancing. 
This book gives instruction in Depo^*tment, Budiments and Por- 
tions, Bows and Courtesies. It also contains complete directions 
for all the figures of the celebrated '* GEBacAV," or Cotillion. 
Bound in boards, doth back, price 50 eti 

Walker's Cribbage Hade Eaiy. Being a new and complete 
Treatise on the game in all varieties. By Obobot Wai^kbr, 
Esq. This is a very comprehensive work on this Game. It con- 
tains over 600 examples of how to disourd, for your own and your 
adversary's crib. Small octavo, 142 pages, bound in boards, with 
muslin back, price 50 ets 

The Laws of Love. A Complete Code of Gallantry. Containing 
concise rules for the conduct of Courtship through its entire 
progress, aphorisms of love, rules for telling the characters and 
dispositions of women, remedies for love, and an epistolary Code. 
12mo., paper, price j^ 25 ets 

Bridal Etiquette. A Sensible Guide to the Etiquette and Observ- 
ances of the Marriage Ceremonies; containing compi<)todirectioi% 
for Bridal Beceptions, and the necessary rules for bridesmaidi^ 
groomsmen, sending cards, &c, &C. Price 12 eti 

How to Behave ; or. The SpirU of Etiquette. A Complete Guide to 
Polite Society, for Ladies and Gentlemen ; containing rules for 
good behAvioi at the dinner tpA>le, in the parlor, and in the street; 
with Important hints on introduction, conversation, &c . . . 12 cts 

How to Talk and Debate ; or. Fluency of Speech Attained without 
the Sacrifice of EUgance and Seme, Price 12 ets 

Blunders in Beha^or Correeted. A Concise Code ot Deportment 
for both sexes. Price 12 cts 
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The Modem Pocket Hoyle* Containing all the Games of Skill 
and Chance, as played iu this country at the present time ; being 
an "authority on all disputed points." By "Trumps." This 
valuable manual is all original, or thoroughly revised, from the 
best and latest authorities, and includes the laws and complete 
directions for playing one hundred and eleven diiferent games, 
comprising Card games. Chess, Checkers, Dominoes, Backgaihmon, 
Dice, Billiards, and all the Field games. 38S pages. 

Paper covers. Price 50 cts. 

Bound in boards, cloth back 75 cts. 

Bound in cloth, gilt side and back SI 25 

Froit's Book of TableanZ) and Shadow FaDtomimes- Contain- 

iag a choice collection oi Tub^eaux or Liviag Pictures, embracing 
Moving Tableaux, Mother Goose Tableaux, Fairy Tale Tableaux, 
Chair&Se and Proverb Tableaux ; together with directions for ar- 
ranging the stage, costuming the characters, and forming appropi- 
ate groups. By Miss 8. Awnib Fbost. To which is added a num- 
ber of Shadow Acts and Pantomimes, with complete stage instruc- 
tions. 180 pages, j>a.^T covers 30 CtS. 

Bor^^L boards, doth backs 50 cts. 

Barton*s Oomic Becitations and Hnmorons DiaAbrties. Contain- 
ing a variety of Comic Recitations m Prose and I'ftetry, Amusing 
Dialogues, Burlesque Scenes, Eccentric Orations and Btump 
Speeches, Humorous Interludes and Lauorhable Farces> designed 
tor School Commencements and Amafeur Theatricals. Edited by 

Jerome Barton. 180 pages, paper covers. Price SO cts. 

Bound in boards • • • -50 cts* 

firadder Bones' Book of Stomp Speeches and Bnrlesqne Orationa 

Also containing Humorous Lectures, Ethiopian Diaiogues, Plan- 
tation Scenes, Neprro Farces and Burlesqugs, Lauj?hablc Interludes 
and Comic Recitations, interspersed with Dutch, Irii h, French and 
Yankee Stories. Edited by John F. Scott. 180 papcs. 

Paper covers. Price ?0 cts. 

Bound in boards, illuminated 50 Cts, 

Wilsotf 8 Book of Becitations and DialogneS. With Instructions 
in Elocution and Declamation. Containing a choice belection ol 
Poetical and Prose Recitations and Original Colloquies. Desipncd 
as a Reading Book for Classes, and as an Assistant to T-achers 
and Students in prepariner Exhibitions. By Floyd B. W'lson, 

Professor of Elocution. 186 pages, ICmo., paper covers 30 ctS. 

Bound in boards, cloth back -....50cts, 

Amateur Theatricals, and Pairy-Tale Dramas. A collection of 

original Plays, expressly designed for Drawing-room pertormance. 
By S. A. Frost. This work is designed to meet a want, which has 
been long felt, of short and amusing pieces suitable to the halted 
stage ot the private parlor. 16mo., 188 pages, paper covers.30 ctS. 

Bound in boards, cloth back 50 ctS. 

How Gamblers "Win; or, the Sf^tU of Advavfage Playing Exposed. 
A scientific expose of the manner of playing the various advan- 
tages in Card Games. ^ 

In Illuminated paper cover*. Pnoe ^X^i^' 

Bound in board, cloth back J CtS. 
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North's Book of Love-Letters. With directions how 

to write and when to um tbem, and 120 svedmen Letters, suitable 
for anf age and condition, and under ail circumstances. Inter- 
spersed with the author's conunents thereon. Ihe whole forming 
a Handbook of Taluable information and advice in all matters 
of Love, Courtship and Marriage. By Inoolsbt Nobth. This 
book is confidently recommended to all who are from any cause 
in doubt as to the manner in which thev should write or r^ply to 
letters upon love and courtship. Bound in boards, price, 50 eta. 
Bound in cloth, price 75 0^ 

How to Win and How to Woo. Containing Rules 
for the Etiquette of Ckrartship, with directions how to win the 
fftvor of the Ladies, how to begin and end a Courtship, and how 
Love Letters should be written. Price 18 ets 

The Al-Ma-Kan-TUT Circle; or, How to Win a Sweet- 
heart or Lover. Containing Facts and New Discoveries, never be- 
fore offered to the public, being of the greatest importance to both 
Married and Single Persons of both sexes. Price 25 ete. 

Courtship Made Easy ; or, The Art of Maling Lore 

FiiUrf Explained. Containing fall and minute directions for con- 
ducting a Courtship with Ladies of every age and ])osition in soci- 
ety, and valuable information for persons who desire to enter the 
marriage state. Also, Forms of Love Letters to be used on cer- 
tain occasions. 64 pages, price 15 ete. 

The Laws of Love. A Complete Code of Gallantrjr. 
Containing concise rules for the conduct of Courtship through its 
entire progress, aphorispis of love, rules for telling the characters 
and dispositions of women, remedies lor love, and an epistolary 
Code. 12mo., paper, price 25 CtB. 

Bridal Etiquette. A Sensible Guide to the Etiquette 
and Observances of the Marriap^e Ceremonies ; containing complete 
directions for Bridal Beoeptions, and the necessary rules for 
bridesmaids, groomsmen, sending cards, &o., &c. Price ... 12 ets 

The Dictionary of Love. Containing a Definition 
of all the terms used in Courtship, with rars quotations from 
Poets of all Nations, together with specimens of curious Model 
Love Letters, and many other interesting matters appertaining 
to Love, never before published. 12mo., cloth, gilt side and back, 
price tl 50 

Arts of Beauty ; or, Seereta of a Lady* 8 Toilet, With 
Hints to Gentlemen on the Art of Fascinating. By Madame 
Lola Montez, Countess of Landsfeldt. Cloth, gilt side. This 
book contains an account, in detail, of all the arts employed by 
the fashionable ladies of all the chief cities of Europe, for the pur- 
pose of developing and preserving their cluums. Price ... 71^ etS 

Anecdotes of Love. Being a true account of the 
most remarkable events connected with the History of Love in 
all ages and among all nations. A collection of romantic anec- 
dotes. By Lola MoNTEZ. Large 12mo., cloth, price..... $1 50 
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Lamg hing Gas. An EncyoiopAdis of Wit, Wisdom and Wind. By 
Sam Suck, Jb. Comically Uhistrated with 100 original and laugh- 
able BngraTlngB, and nearly 500 Bide<«xtending Jokes, and ouer 
thinffs to get tkt <m ; and ttie beet of it is, that .everything about 
tne book is new and firesh— all new— new designs, new stories, 
new type— no comic-almanao stofL It will be found a complete 
antidote to '* hard times." Price 25otM 

Morgan's Freemasonry Exposed and Explained. Showing the 
Origin, History anv^ Nature of Masonry ; its effect on the Govern- 
ment and the Chnsciai: Beligion, and containing a Key to all the 
Degrees of Freemasonir. Giving a clear and correct view of the 
Manner of confei.ing the different Degrees, as practiced In all 
Lodges throughout the Globe. Price 25 cts 

The Soeiable ; or, One Thousand and One Home Amusementt. Con- 
taining Acting Proverbs, Charades. Musical Burlesques, Tableaux 
Yivanw, Parlor Games, Forfeits, Parlor Magic, and a choice col- 
lection of curioos mental and mechanical puzzles, &c. Illustra> 
ted with engravings and Diagrams. 
12mo., doth, gilt Bide stamp, price . .: $1 50 

The Frtneh Wine and Liqnor Mannfkctnrer. A Practical Guide 
and Private Beoeipt Book foi the American Liquor Merchant By 
John Back, Practical Wine and Liquor Manuflftcturer. Illustrated 
with descriptive Diagrams, Tables, and Engravings. This is by 
far the most complete and reliable Book on the Manufacture of 
Liquor ever published. Clotty price. $8 00 

Book of Household Pets. Containing valuable instmctiens about 
the Diseases, Breeding, Training and ?*^anagement of the Canary, 
Mocking Bird, Parrot, Fancy Pigeons, Poultry and other Domestic 
Pets. Ulustrated with 123 line wood-outs. 
Bound in boards, doth back, price 50 ets 

The Harp of a Thousand Strings ; or. Laughter far a LifeUme, A 
large book of nearly 400 pagesTBy the author of Mrs. Partington's 
Can>et-Bag of Fun. Bound in a handsome gilt cover. Contain- 
ing more than a million laughs, and crowded full of Funny Stories, 
besides being iUustrated with over Two Hundred Comical En- 
gravings. Price $1 50 

The Dictionary of Love. Containing a Definition of all the terms 
used in Courtship, with rare quotations from Poets of all Nations, 
together with specimeM of curious Model Love Letters, and many 
other interesting matters appertaining to Love, never before pub- 
"' ' 12mo., doth, gilt ude and back, price $150 
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Doneaii's Kaionio Bltnal and Konitor; or, \?uide to the Three 
SymboM Degrees qf the Ancient York Rite, And to the Degrees ef 
Mark Master. Past Master, Most SxoeUent Master, and the Boyal 
Arch. . By Malcolm G. Doncan. Explained and interpreted by co- 
pious notes and numerous engrSTings. This book ^rul make any 
Craft-man a " Bright Mason." It contains all the Lectures, frc. 
Bound in Cloth, price ^ 50 

Tht Everlasting Fortnnd Teller and Ka^netio Dream Book. 
Containin'? t!ie Science of Foretelling Evict .jnr the Signs of the 
Zodiao. Lists of Lucky and Unlucl^ Days List of Fortunate 
Hours. The Sdenoe of Foretelling Brents by Jards, -Dice, Domi- 
noes, &0. The Science of Foretelling anythtog in the Future by 
Dreams; and also cont^^<ng NAPOLaoK's Obaouluv, or the Book 
of Fate. Priceonlir 80 etf 

Athletie Sport* for Boyi. A Bepositoiy'of Graoeftd Becreations 
for Touth. Containing complete instructions in Gymnastio and 
Limb Exercises, Skatnig, Swimming, Bowing, Sailing, Biding, 
Driving, Fishing, Fencing and Broadsword Bzerdse. Illustrated 
with 194 fine wood-cuts. 
Bound in boards, with doth back price 75 ets 

The Ladies' Guide to Beauty. A Companion for the Toilet 
Gontainiuff practical advice on improving the complexion, the 
hair, the hands, the form, the teeth, the eyes, the feet, the fea- 
tares, so as to insure the highest degree of perfection of which 
they are susceptible. And tMo upwards of one hundred recipes 
for various cosmetics, oils, pomades, &c., &o. Paper, price 25 0ts 

Yale College Scrapes; or. Bow the Boy* Qo it at New Haven. 
This is a book of lU pages, containing accounts of all the 
noted and famous '* Scrapes " and "Sprees," of which students at 
Old Tale have been guilty for the last quarter of a century. 
Price 25 Cts* 

Charley White's Joke Book. Being a perfect Casket of Fun, the 
first and only work of the kind ever published. Containing a full 
expose of all the most laughable Jokes, Witticisms, Itc, as told by 
the celebrated Ethiopian Comedian, Chablss Whits. Price 12 cIS 

The Laughable Ad^entiires of Kessrs. Brown, Jones and 

Bobimon, Showing where they went and how thev went ; what 
they did and how they did it With nearly two hundred most 
thrilling oomio engravings. Price SOoti 

The Plate of Chowder; A DUkJbr Fimny FeUowi. Appropriately 
illustrated with 100 Comic Engravings. By the author of ** Mrs. 
Partington's Carpet-Bagof Fun." 12mo., paper cover, price 25 Ots 



%* Tl&e best place in Ne-vr TTorfc to send tor Clkeap 
Books, is to Dick & Fitagerald. 

«ir« awpply all kinds of Books— no matter where you see (hem adoer^ 
Used. This is an important branch of our business. It is alwayt sofa 
to send to us, .'^ause if the beok you want happens to be out ^f frint, 
you are sure to get your money back. Establislksd 1847. 
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